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AN  HISTORICAL  TALE. 


BOOK    IV. 


ITT  was  night,  but  the  beams  of  the  moon 
dispelled  obscurity,   and  the  heart  of 
Alfred  was  above  fear,  because  it  enjoyed 
the  consciousness  of  virtue. 

He  traversed  the  moors ;  he  entered  the 
forests,  whose  friendly  shades  concealed  the 
isle  of  Athelingey  from  hostile  eyes.  He 
took  the  paths  from  whence  he,  and  the 
trusty   followers   of  Oddune,    had   often 
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issued  to  pour  confusion  on  the  Danes, 
(with  the  celerity  and  force  of  the  fire  of 
heaven)  and  at  length  gained  the  haunts 
of  men. 

Faint  and  weary,  he  stopped  about  mid- 
day  at  the  cottage  of  a  peasant,  where  his 
attire,  and  the  instrument  he  carried, 
soon  acquired  him  speedy  relief. 

"When  refreshed  by  sustenance  and  re- 
pose^he  entered  into  conversation  with  the 
inhabitants  of  the  cottage.  "  My  friends,'' 
said  he,  "  ye  seem  to  bear  the  dominion 
of  our  new  masters  well.  Ye  can  afford 
to  give  the  needy  traveller  a  refuge. 
Your  looks  are  cheerful^  and  ye  appear 
disposed  to  merriment  and  jollity." 

"  Thou  hast  reason  to  think  thus,"  re- 
plied an  old  peasant,  "  if  thou  hastlearned 
to  judge  only  by  appearances.  But  hast 
thou  never  heard,  that  too  often  a  smiling 
countenance  may  cover  an  aching  heart  ? 

4         Wduldst 
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Wouldst  thou  know  why  we  appear  cheer- 
ful ?  It  is  not  in  truth  that  we  have  cause 
to  be  so  j  but  that  to  lose  the  remembrance 
of  our  distresses,  we  would  force  ourselves 
into  the  semblance  of  mirth,  for  to  brood 
in  melancholy  over  them  would  nothing 
benefit  us. — Know,  that  no  later  than  five 
days  since,  our  herds,  the  principal  source 
of  our  wealth  and  sustenance,  were  borne 
off  by  the  Danes.  That  corn,  which  thou 
seest  springing  up  so  luxuriantly,  is  not 
destined  to  ripen  for  us.  No,  we  must, 
with  humility  and  patience,  (for  against  the 
ftrong,  what  would  avail  the  resistance  of 
the  weak?)  we  must  without  repining  give 
up  the  produce  of  our  labour  and  our'^cares 
to  the  powerful  oppressors: — and  even 
deem  ourselves  happy,  if  our  blood  moist- 
ens not  the  fields  which  our  hands  have 
cultured." 

Alfred  shuddered  at  this  picture  of  calm 

despair.     "  But,"  said  he,  addressing  the 

^peasant  again,  "  perhaps  ye  may  yet  see 
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better  days.  I  have  heard  a  rumour  that 
Alfred  still  lives,  and  is  preparing  to  deli- 
ver his  country.  If  this  be  true,  then  shall 
your  miseries  cease.*' 

^^  We  would  rejoice  in  the  success  of 
Alfred,'*  replied  the  peasant,  ^'  for  we  have 
heard  he  was  good  and  just.  But  his  suc- 
cess would  be  to  us  productive  of  no  mate- 
rial alteration.  We  should  change  our 
masters,  but  we  should  not  be  freed  from 
oppression.  'Tis  true,  indeed,  our  lords 
cannot  with  impunity  attempt  our  lives  j 
but  small  is  the  value  of  existence,  while 
subject  to  the  deprivation  of  a  hard  earned 
property  at  the  will  of  an  imperious  supe- 
rior; while  subject  to  all  the  various  in- 
sults which  wanton  power  and  wealth  are 
w^ont  to  inflict  on  poverty  and  helplessness. 
Alas!  the  great  feel  not  our  necessities, 
they  experience  not  the  acuteness  of  our 
distresses,  they  heed  not  our  complaints, 
they  treat  our  remonstrances  with  contempt. 
Accustomed  to  regard  us  as  beings,  born 

for 
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for  no  other  purpose  but  to  administer  to 
their  pleasures  and  their  ease,  they  think 
it  a  condescension  sufficient  to  allow 
us  the  privilege  of  breathing  the  vital 
air,  by  affording  us  a  scanty  pittance  out 
of  the  produce  of  our  own  toils.  And 
even  this  pittance  is  sometimes  wrested 
from  us  to  increase  the  stores  of  those  who 
already  abound.  As  men,  we  must,  though 
unacquainted  with  refinement,  be  capable 
of  pain  and  desirous  of  pleasure.  We  are 
men,  and  yet  they  act  as  if  we  were  di- 
vested of  human  feelings. 

"  Thou  hast  said,"  interrupted  Alfred, 
"  that  the  king  is  good  and  just  5  why  then 
not  carry  to  him  your  complaints,  were  he 
restored  to  his  wonted  authority.  Should 
you  not  hope  compassion  from  his  good- 
ness, and  redress  from  his  justice  ?" 

*'  They  are  the  natural  consequences  of 

both,'*  answered  the  old  man,  "  but  these 

blessings  cannot  reach  us;  our  cries  can- 
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not  penetrate  to  the  throne,  for  it  is  sur- 
rounded by  persons,  whose  interest  it  is 
not  to  suffer  thsm  to  be  heard." 

The  heart  of  Alfred  sensibly  felt  that 
truth,  and  in  quitting  the  cottage  he  said 
within  himself,  "  The  lesson  of  this  day 

1  will  not  neglect  to  observe." 

Intent  on  the  speedy  prosecution  of  a 
scheme,  whose  success  could  only  give  him 
the  power  of  remedying  the  evils  he  la- 
mented, his  pace  slackened  not,  and  he 
travelled  without  rest  or  cessation  till  the 
dawn  of  the  following  morn,  which  brought 
him  to  the  cottage  of  a  shepherd. 

Some  circumstanceswhich  struck  him  on 
his  approach,  made  him  pause  awhile  be- 
fore he  entered  it.  He  observed  an  old 
man  driving  a  thin  flock  to  the  door  of  this 
dwelling,  and  ever  as  they  scattered  from 
his  guidance,  he  heard  him  utter  these 
words,    "  Alas  1    Alas  ! — my  Adelfrida — 

my 
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my  comfort — my  support,  wert  thou  but 
here,  I  should  not  want  assistance."  There 
was  something  so  pity-moving  in  the  voice 
of  the  old  man,  in  his  countenance,  which 
was  bathed  in  tears,  that  the  sensibility  of 
Alfred  was  strongly  attracted  towards  him. 
He  drew  back  a  little,  willing  to  see  more 
before  he  advanced.  An  aged  woman 
now  issued  from  the  cottage,  on  whose  fea- 
tures were  imprinted  the  traces  of  heavy 
sorrow.  "  Adelfred,"  said  she  to  the  old 
man,  "  what  hast  thou  done  with  the  re- 
mainder of  the  flock  r'  "  Knowest  thou 
not,'"  he  replied,  "  that  prosperity  forsook 
us  with  Adelfrida  ?  The  Danes  have  taken 
from  us  all  but  these.  Are  v/e  however 
to  repine  at  lesser  evils,  when  our  best, 
our  choicest  treasure  is  for  ever  lost  ?" 

In  saying  thus  he  committed  his  fleecy 
charge  to  the  care  of  the  old  woman,  from 
whom  his  words  drew  a  gush  of  tears,  and 
entered  the  cottage.  Alfred  now  advanced, 
and  followed  the  steps  of  the  old  man.  He 
B  4-  found 
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found  him  seated  on  the  ground,  support- 
ing his  head  on  his  knees,  in  an  attitude 
of  reckless  affliction.  He  raised  his  head^ 
and  seeing  the  king,  inquired  what  he 
sought  for. 

'^  I  seek  sustenance  and  rest,"  replied 
the  royal  youth,  "  if  thou  art  able  to  afford 
them  ^  for  since  the  noon  of  yesterday  I 
have  partaken  neither." 

"  Alas  !'*  returned  the  old  man, "  I  have 
;received  strong  cause  to  fear  the  stranger, 
and  to  reject  the  petition  of  him  who  im- 
plores a  refuge  ^  yet  why  should  I  now 
fear,  when  I  have  no  more  of  dear  or  va- 
luable to  lose  ?  Enter  then  wanderer,  and 
share  my  homely  board,  since  thou  art  in 
necessity." 

This  invitation  brought  Alfred  quickly 
in,  and  Adelfred,  pointing  to  a  seat,  he  re- 
posed himself  upon  it,  and  putting  his  harp 
before  him,   prepared,   according  to  the 

custom 
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custom  of  minstrels,  to  gratify  his  enter- 
tainers with  a  display  of  his  skill  and 
powers.'* 

'^  Ah  cease!"  cried  the  old  man,  inter- 
rupting him,  *'  harmony  suits  not  with 
such  grief  as  mine.  Forbear  kind  guest, 
for  thou  I  know  dost  mean  a  kindness^  for- 
bear, and  let  not  my  request  offend  thee. 
Wert  thou  acquainted  with  the  pangs  that 
rend  tbis  aged  breast,  thou  wouldst  be 
sensible  that  I  ask  thee  to  desist,  not  from 
a  contempt  of  thy  skill,  but  from  a  know- 
ledge of  my  own  incapacity  to  receive 
pleasure.'* 

^*  Think  not,"  said  Alfred,  putting  aside 
the  harp,  '^  that  I  would  willingly  add  to 
thy  unhappinessj  for  sure  to  a  spirit  so 
bowed  down  as  thine  appears  to  be,  all 
merriment  is  insult.  Good  sire,  I  pray 
thee  instruct  me  in  the  cause  of  thy  afflic- 
tion j  perhaps  the  recital  may  furnish  me 
with  means  to  give  thee  consolation,  and 
B  5  trust 
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trust  me  thou  needst  not  fear  thy  confidence 
shall  be  betrayed.'^ 

"  Alas  !'*  replied  Adelfrid,  "  my  sor- 
rows seek  not  concealment;  and  I  will  ex- 
plain them  to  thee,  courteous  stranger,  not 
from  the  hope  of  being  consoled,  but  to 
prove  to  thee  that  they  are  beyond  the 
power  of  mitigation :  Yet  first  it  is  neces- 
sary to  administer  relief  to  thy  wearied 
spirits,  which  I  perceive  begin  to  droop 
under  the  pressure  of  fatigue." 

At  these  words  he  called  his  spouse, 
who  entered  immediately,  and  prepared 
for  their  repast.  The  board  was  soon  co- 
vered, and  Alfred  fed  with  eagerness  and 
pleasure  on  the  homely  food  that  was 
placed  before  him. 

"When  the  claims  of  hunger  were  satis- 
fied, instead  of  retiring  to  repose,  as  Adel- 
frid  would  have  persuaded, him,  he  en- 
treated 
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treated  that  the  promised  recital  might  be 
commenced. 

^^  O  recital  of  woe  !'*  exclaimed  the  old 
man. — "  Yes,  thou  shalt  hear  it,  courteous 
youth ;  but  it  will  grieve  thee,  for  I  see 
thy  heart  is  compassionate.  This  cot  (con- 
tinued he)  descended  to  me  from  my  fa- 
thers, with  the  fields  that  surround  it.     I 
espoused  this  woman  whom  thou beholdest, 
in  the  first  bloom  of  manhood  ;  we  were 
blessed  with  a  numerous   offspring;  our 
children  were  comely,  brave   and  good; 
and  our  possessions,  though  not  ample,  were 
abundantly  sufHcient  to  supply  all  the  ne- 
cessities of  our  lowly  state.     We  imagined 
ourselves  secure  of  happiness,  but  alas ! 
how  little  should  man  depend  on  external 
things !  Our  children  grew  to  that  age,  in 
which  the  seeds  of  virtue  first  display  them- 
selves, and  then  the  ruthless  hand  of  Death 
bereft  us  of  them  for  ever.     One  son,  the 
last  and  dearest  of  all,  remained  to  us  for 
some  time  :  we  cherished  him  as  our  only 
B  6  stay. 
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stay,  and  his  duty  and  affection  well  repaid 
our  care.  At  the  proper  age  he  chose  a 
spouse,  approved  by  us,  and  beloved  by 
himself. — We  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  a 
new  scyon  spring  from  our  ancient  stock — 
a  female  infant  was  born  to  him,,  and  sure 
in  infancy  there  never  yet  was  seen  any 
thing  more  lovely :  she  was  the  delight  of 
ray  eyes,  the  solace  of  my  age,  and  the 
supreme  comfort  of  my  life  !  Sweet  was 
the  promise  of  her  childhood,  nor  did  her 
riper  years  contradict  it.  Her  parents  loved 
her  not  as  I  loved  her :  nor  was  the  af- 
fection of  Adelfrida  for  me  inferior  to 
what  she  felt  for  them.  Y/hat  do  I  say?— 
inferior — ^no,.  it  was  even  greater — more 
tender,  more  lively,,  more  affecting. — But 
I  have  lost  her,  and  my  grey  hairs  shall 
descend  with  sorrow  to  the  grave  ! 

"  Sixteen  summers  had  she  seen  when 
her  sire  fell  in  battle  against  tlic  Danes. 
My  son  was  brave  and  loyal.  He  might 
have  lived  undisturbed  in  this  retreat,,  but 

he 
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he  scorned  security,  while  his  king  and  his 
country  were  in  danger.  He  fell  in  the 
last  engagement  which  Alfred  fought.  His 
death  was  ennobled  by  having  shared  the 
destiny  of  his  king;  for  it  is  said  that  he 
also  w^as  then  killed,  and  he  has  not  since 
appeared  to  falsify  that  report. 

The  spouse  of  my  son  survived  him  but 
a  short  time,  and  then  did  Adelfrida  ap- 
pear as  my  only  remaining  hope  on  this 
side  the  grave. — Alas!  soon,  too  soon,  the 
spoiler  came,  and  bereaved  me  of  all  hope  I 

One  night,  when  my  dame  Adelfrida 
and  I  had  retired  to  repose,  our  slumbers 
were  disturbed  at  the  dead  and  silent  hour 
by  an  unwonted  noise.  I  quickly  arose, 
and  found  that  some  person  knocked  for 
admittance,  and  required  it  in  accents  of 
supplication  and  distress.  I  opened  my 
door — in  an  evil  moment  I  opened  it  and 
admitted  the  destroyer  of  my  peace. 


He 
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He  was  young,  clad  in  rich  apparel,  and 
of  a  noble  air.  Ah  how  ill  did  that  sem- 
blance accord  with  the  baseness  of  his 
heart!  He  informed  me  that  he  had  fled 
from  the  pursuit  of  the  Danes,  that  he  was 
of  noble  birth,  and  was  known  by  the 
appellation  of  Siward  of  Westmoreland. 
He  concluded  with  an  entreaty  that  I 
would  suffer  him  to  take  refuge  in  my  cot- 
tage for  a  few  days,  until  the  heat  of  the 
pursuit  was  past,  and  his  followers  could 
seek  him  out. 

I  consented,  for  how  could  I  apprehend 
evil  in  the  execution  of  an  office  of  bene- 
volence ?  I  called  my  wife  and  Adelfrida ; 
I  commanded  them  to  provide  for  t^^ 
stranger's  repose.  They  obeyed  with  cheer- 
fulness and  alacrity.  While  they  were 
thus  employed,  I  observed  that  Siward  kept 
his  eyes  continually  fixed  upon  my  child, 
with  an  expression  of  wonder  and  emotion. 
Yet  I  thought  not  of  ill ;  for  I  knew  that 
my  Adelfrida  was  lovely,  and  to  gaze  upon 

her 
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her  charms  was  natural  for  a  person  who 
had  been  unaccustomed  to  their  sight. 

In  fine,  youth,  he  took  up  his  residence 
in  my  cottage,  and  I  fostered  a  viper  for 
my  destruction. 

I  paid  him   all  the  offices  of  service 
which  were  due  to  his  birth,  and  as  I  fondly 
thought,  to  his  qualities  :  for  he  appeared 
mild,  gentle  and  complaisant,without  pride, 
without  any  consciousness  of  superiority. 
In  short  I  thought,  and  so  alas  !  did  my 
Adelfrida  think,  that  he  was  born  to  con- 
tribute to  the  happiness  of  all  within  his 
reach.     Often  while  my  child  was  busied 
in  domestic  offices,  would  he  speak  of  her 
grace,  her  modesty,  and  her  industry,  in 
terms  of  the  highest  praise.— And  to  me 
the  theme,  though  boundlessly  expatiated 
upon,  could  give  no  satiety,  for  it  v^s  ever 
delightful. 

At  length  some  of  his  followers  disco- 
veied  his  retreat,  and  repaired  to  join  him. 

Their 
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Their  arrival,  which  shouM   have   given 
him  pleasure^  appeared  on  the  contrary  to 
£11  him  with  the  deepest  concern.     Then 
too  did  I  first  remark   a  change  in  the 
countenance  of  my  Adelfrida.    That  coun- 
tenance w^hich  was  wont  to  be  lightened  up 
by  the  smiles  of  innocence  and  peace,  ex- 
pressed nothing  now  but  the  heaviest  de- 
jection.    I  discovered,  too  late  discovered, 
that  the  attraction  of  the  stranger  had  made 
a  strong  impression  on  her  young  and  guile- 
less heart,   and  I  secretly   lamented  my 
blind  security.     Yet  willing  if  possible  to 
avert  the  evils  I  now  foresaw,  and  whilst 
Siward  was   still  conferring  with  his  fol- 
lowers, I  took  Adelfrida  aside  5  gently  cau- 
tioned her  against  the  danger  I  apprehend- 
ed ;  represented  the  weakness  of  indulging 
hopes  which  never   could   be  realized — 
for,    added   I,    closing    my    admonitions 
with  a  tender  embrace,  the  hopes  of  my 
Adelfrida  must  be  consonant  to  virtue. — 
And  these  cannot  be  answered,  since  he 
who  is  illustrious  by  his  birth,  riches  and 

endow- 


THE  SON  OF   ETHELWOLF.  17 

endowments^  will  never  seek  an  alliance 
in  the  house  of  a  lowly  cottager. 

I  dismissed  her  at  these  words,  and  re- 
turning to  Sivvard,  prepared  to  bid  him 
farewell ;  but  I  found  that  his  intentions 
were  not  for  departure.  He  pretended  to 
have  received  intelligence  that  the  search 
of  his  enemies,  far  from  having  become  re- 
miss, was  pursued  with  more  eagerness  than 
ever.  And  I,  unsuspicious  that  one  of  noble 
parentage  could  wittingly  aver  a  falshood, 
believed  him  without  scruple. 

Behold  him  then  still  an  inmate  of  my 
cottage.  My  child  became  every  day  more 
melancholy,  and  I  feared,  though  her  ho- 
nour might  be  secure,  her  peace  v/as  for 
ever  lost. 

Alas  !  both,  both  were  destined  to  be 
lost!  For  still,  darling  of  my  affections — 
still  cannot  I  think  thou  art  satisfied  with 
infamy. 

Siwardj 
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Siward,  mean  time  copied  the  looks  oF 
his  victim.  His  dejection  seemed  even  to 
exceed  her's,  and  her  compassion  was  in- 
terested for  him  equally  with  her  love. 

Why  should  I  dwell  on  the  progress  of 
deceit  ?  Once  more  did  his  followers  come, 
and  again  were  they  dismissed.  Then  did 
I  begin  to  feel  distrust,  nor  could  my  coun- 
tenance  conceal  my  feelings. 

Siward  observed  the  change  -,  and  this 
observation  probably  urged  him  to  the 
quick  execution  of  his  design ;  a  design, 
which  I  have  reason  to  believe  was  long 
formed,  and  formed  with  all  the  care  of 
treachery. 

A  short  time  after,  my  Adelfrida  had 
gone  out  to  pen  the  fold,  as  the  shades  of 
night  came  on:  Siward  too  had  wandered 
from  the  cottage,l|nd  my  dame  prepared 
for  the  supper  of  our  guest,  each  moment 
expecting  Adelfrida  to  return  and  assist  her 

labours. 
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labours.  She  came  not !  yet  we  feared 
nothing,  confiding  in  the  faith  of  Siward. 
Far  from  suspecting  him,  we  imagined 
that  the  flock  might  have  strayed  as  had 
often  happened,  and  that  this  alone  de- 
tained her. 

The  hours  speeded  on  ^  the  sapper  stood 
ready  on  the  board,  and  still  neither  Adel- 
frida,  or  our  treacherous  guest  appeared. 
Then  indeed  was  my  heart  stricken  with  a 
new  and  dreadful  apprehension,  I  issued 
out — I  wandered  amidst  the  darkness  of 
the  night.  Not  a  ray  of  light  guided  me  on 
my  course,  yet  still  I  wandered.  I  called 
on  the  name  of  Adelfrida.  I  called  with 
tears,  with  anguish,  with  despair,  even  on 
him  who  had  undone  me.  None  answered, 
for  none  heard.  All  was  silence,  solitude 
and  horror. 

Thus  I  passed  the  weary  night,  and  when 
morning  dawned  I  found  niyself  far  distant 
from  my  habitation.     Then  1  recollected 

that 
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that  my  spouse  stood  in  as  much  need  of 
consolation  as  I  did.  To  impart  to  her 
what  I  experienced  not  myself  was  impos- 
sible ;  but  I  determined  to  return,  and 
mingle  my  tears  and  groans  with  her^s. 
Bending  under  the  weight  of  years  and  of 
affliction,  with  feeble  and  unsteady  steps  I 
sought  my  dwellings  and  at  length  reached 
it,  but  reached  it  without  pleasure  and 
without  hope.  Each  day  that  passes  over 
my  head  gives  me  fresh  cause  to  lament 
my  Adelfrida.  Her,  whose  duteous  and 
affectionate  care  smoothed  the  downhill  of 
my  existence,  and  her,  whose  tender  heart 
now  bleeds  for  the  anguish  she  is  conscious 
I  endure. 

My  Adelfrida — no — thou  canst  not  for- 
get me.— Thou  last  pledge  of  a  beloved 
son — thyself  more  beloved — thou  canst  not 
bear  infamy  unmoved  : — Thou  canst  not 
think  of  my  pangs,  without  feeling  pangs 
equally  intolerable.  Delight  and  support 
of  my  age!  while  thou  wert  with   me  I 

knew 
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knew  not  toil  or  fatigue.  Who  now  shall 
give  me  assistance?  Who  shall  relieve  my 
feeble  limbs  from  the  burthen  ?  Who  shall 
minister  to  my  wants?  None — none  alas, 
for  I  am  bereaved  of  thee !" 

In  saying  thus,  he  struck  his  breast,  tears 
rolled  in  large  drops  adown  his  furrowed 
cheeks,  and  the  moistened  eyes  of  Alfred 
bore  testimony  to  his  sympathizing  feelings. 

"  My  friend,*'  cried  the  royal  youth, 
taking  his  hand,  "  thou  hast  indeed  felt 
the  extremity  of  woe.  Just  are  thy  com- 
plaints, just  thy  exclamations,  and  just  thy 
sorrow.  Yet  bethink  thee  that  the  ways 
of  heaven,  though  inscrutable,  are  ever 
right.  Perhaps  in  its  own  good  time  it 
may  restore  Adelfrida  to  thy  paternal  arms ; 
when,  in  the  fulness  of  restored  joy,  the 
moments  of  anguish  thou  hast  passed  may 
appear  no  more  than  the  illusions  of  an 
horrid  dream.  I  have  learned  from  thy 
lips  that  the  rapacious  Danes  have  thinned 

thy 
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thy  flocks:  return  thy  thanks  to  Provi- 
dence that  they  did  not  discover  thy  re- 
treat while  Adelfrida  was  yet  with  thee. 
True,  she  is  lost;  but  thou  hast  not  at  least 
had  the  misfortune  to  see  her  exposed  to 
the  licentious  insults  of  an  herd  of  barba- 
rians who  know  not  remorse  or  pity. 
Though  Siward  has  rendered  himself  un- 
worthy of  thy  esteem  or  confidence  by  the 
treachery  of  his  action,  yet  he  loves  her; 
and  therefore  is  she  more  secure  from 
wrong  in  his  power,  than  in  the  power  of 
the  Danes. 

"  Know  too,  good  sire,  that  Alfred  yet 
lives ;  and,  should  he  once  more  attain  pos^ 
session  of  his  rights,  that  thou  wilt  acquire 
redress,  and  retribution  from  his  justice." 

*^  How  art  thou  assured  of  this  r"  asked 
the  old  man  (eyeing  him  with  an  air  of 
doubt  and  surprise)  "  Who  shall  plead  the 
cause  of  Adelfrida?" 

"  I  will  engage  to  be  thy  advocate,"  re- 
plied the  king ;   '^  and  if  Alfred  proves 

fortunate. 
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fortunate,  depend  that  my  interference  will 
not  be  unanswered.  Mark  well  my  words, 
and  admit  consolation  to  thy  heart." 

The  energy  with  which  he  spoke  en- 
creased  the  astonishment  of  Adelfrid,  while 
the  confidence  of  success  which  his  words 
implied,  fully  answered  the  design  for 
which  they  had  been  uttered. 

"  If  what  thou  sayest  be  true,"  cried  he, 
revived  hope  enlivening  his  countenance, 
"  blest  be  the  hour  that  brought  thee  be- 
neath my  humble  roof  1 — O  soul-consoling 
stranger,  thy  accents  seem  the  accents  of 
sincerity — thy  Icoksare  honest — yet  I  have 
already  found  falsehood  lurking  under  the 
semblance  of  truth. — O  stranger,  surely, 
surely,  thou  wouldst  not  deceive  me  ? — 
Thou  wouldst  not  sport  with  the  sorrows 
of  a  weak  old  man?" — "  Thou  hast  suf- 
fered."— replied  Alfred,  *'  and  therefore 
dost  thou  doubt.  Yet  venerable  friend,  en- 
courage not  suspicion.     He  who  takes  it 

for 
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for  his  guide,  will  find  he  has  harboured 
an  unfaithful  counsellor.  Sometimes,  per- 
haps, by  listening  to  its  dictates,  he  may 
frustrate  deceit,  and  unravel  treachery ; 
but  he  nourishes  a  perpetual  source  of 
vexation  and  unhappiness,  in  seeking  to 
avoid  them." 

"  Wise  and  gracious  youth  !'*  exclaimed 
the  old  man  in  an  accent  of  delight — *^  I 
will  observe  thy  counsel,  and  adopt  thy 
sentiments ;  for  surely  the  favour  of  heaven 
is  about  thee !  Go  then,  now  that  thou 
hast  administered  comfort  to  affliction,  go 
refresh  thy  wearied  limbs,  and  may  a  calm 
repose  attend  thee.'* 

Saying  thus,  he  led  Alfred  to  his  bed, 
and  his  harrassed  spirits  soon  yielded  to  the 
dominion  of  sleep.  Fatigue  prolonged  his 
slumbers  beyond  their  usual  duration.  He 
awoke  not  'till  the  shades  of  night  enve- 
loped the  earth,  and  no  sooner  had  he 
started  from  his  humble  couch^  than  he  re- 
proached 
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proached  himself  for  wasting  those  hours  in 
idle  indulgence,  whi<:h  should  have  been 
devoted  to  nobler  purposes.  In  haste 
therefore  he  prepared  for  departure,  by 
bidding  farewell  to  his  hospitable  enter- 
tainers. Reluctantly  they  suffered  him  to 
go,  for  to  his  society  they  owed  peace  and 
consolation, 

^•'  Think,  generous  stranger,  think  of 
thy  promises,'*  said  the  old  man,  as  Alfred 
was  quitting  his  threshold.  ^^  Pray  for 
the  success  of  Alfred,"  he  replied,  for  on 
that  depends  their  performance."  *^  Yes," 
cried  Adelfrid,  "  yes,  I  will  pray  for  him, 
and  for  thee."  The  monarch  pressed  his 
hand  and  departed. 

All  night  he  travelled,  and  the  morning 
still  found  him  on  his  course.  When  the 
returning  light  gave  him  the  power  of  dis- 
cerning surrounding  objects,  what  specta- 
cles of  desolation  met  his  eyes  !  Villages, 
where  population  and  industry  once  flou- 

voL.  II.  C  rishedp 
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rished,  now  reduced  to  ruin,  and  deserted 
by  their  timorous  inhabitants.  Fields  once 
decked  with  the  enamelled  verdure  of 
spring,  or  crowned  with  the  yellow  fruits 
of  autumn,  were  transformed  into  waste 
and  uncultivated  deserts  :  the  thistle  had 
taken  place  of  the  springing  corn,  and  the 
budding  floweret.  The  dwellings,  where 
opulence  had  been  wont  to  reside,  where 
the  voice  of  festivity  had  been  heard  to  re- 
sound, were  despoiled  of  their  costly  orna- 
ments, and  inhabited  only  by  the  raven 
of  ill  boding  omen,  and  the  hooting  owl. 

"  Is  this  England?"  cried  Alfred,  "  is 
this  my  country,  and  my  inheritance? 
O  pitiless  war,  scourge  of  the  human  race, 
such  are  thy  exploits  I  Yet  has  not  the  dis- 
course of  the  old  peasant  taught  me,  that 
oppression  exists  even  in  peace  ?  That  he 
who  tills  the  earth,  and  forces  it  by  unceas- 
ing toil  to  give  forth  its  treasures  to  his 
hand,  is  not  suffered  to  enjoy  the  fruits  of 
his  labours,  but  while  he  wastes  his  life  in 

adding 
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adding  to  the  luxuries  of  wealth,  wants  for 
himself,  and  for  his  offspring,  the  com- 
mon necessaries  of  existence  ?  Unequal, 
and  unjust  distribution  I  Be  it  the  care  of 
Alfred  to  reverse  it.  To  wipe  the  tear  of 
anguish  from  the  face  of  injured  poverty, 
and  to  change  the  pride  of  unfeeling  opu- 
lence into  humliity  and  repentance. 

Occupied  by  these  reflectionshe  travelled 
onwards,  nor  was  his  course  impeded  'till 
mid-day,  when  all  at  once  he  heard  the 
sound  of  horses  feet  approaching.  He 
paused  a  mom.ent,  uncertain  whether  to 
conceal  himself  in  one  of  the  surrounding 
thickets,  or  undauntedly  meet  the  danger: 
sensible  that  suspicion  was  better  eluded  by 
an  appearance  of  confidence  than  of  ap- 
prehension, the  last  became  his  determina- 
tion. The  intruders  came  on  ^  he  disco- 
vered them  to  be  a  troop  of  Danes,  and 
fearlessly  advanced.  The  character  he  had 
assumed  secured  him  from  insult  j  these 
barbarians,  all  ferocious  as  they  were,  sub- 
C  2  mitted 
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mitted  to  the  powers  of  harmony,  and  ho- 
noured its  professors. 

They  hailed  him,  and  inquired  where  he 
meant  to  direct  his  route.  "  I  seek  the 
camp  of  Guthrum,"  he  replied,  for  I  would 
gain  the  approbation  of  that  mighty  chiefs'* 

The  leader  of  the  troop  demanded  a 
specimen  of  his  skill.  He  complied,  and 
his  auditors  manifested  tokens  of  extraor- 
dinary satisfaction. 

Thou  art  worthy  to  administer  to  the 
pleasures  of  Guthrum,"  said  the  leader, — 
'*  Come  on,  we  will  conduct  thee  to  his 
presence." 

in  saying  thus,  he  commanded  one  of 
the  troop  to  dismount,  and  obliged  Alfred 
to  take  his  place,  at  the  same  time  giving 
the  valued  instrument  to  the  care  of  one 
of  his  attendants. 

These 
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These  were  marks  of  favour  which  in., 
spired  Alfred  with  a  secret  joy,  seeing  in 
them  the  promised  success  of  his  enter- 
prize.  This  joy  animated  his  countenance^ 
and  gave  new  charms  to  his  conversation. 
A  sparkling  wit,  which  misfortune  had  long 
depressed,  now  flowed  spontaneously  from 
his  lips.     He  told  gay  stories,  and  mirth 
inspiring  tales ;  and  with  a  facility  astonish- 
ing, and   admirable,    adapted  his  native 
refinement  to  the  rude  capacities  of  his 
hearers.     Before  they  reached  the  camp^ 
he  had  effectually  secured  the  good  offices 
of  his  companions,  and  he  was  ushered 
into  the  place  of  his  destination,  with  qyq- 
ry  mark  of  deference  and  esteem. 

His  conductors  learning  that  he  had  con- 
tinued long  without  refreshment,  or  re- 
pose, hastened  to  procure  him  the  neces- 
sary means  of  enjoying  them,  and  while  he 
resigned  himself  to  the  calm  dominion  of 
sleep,  they  filled  the  camp  with  his  praises  ^ 
and  inspired  those  of  their  comrades  who 
C  3  had 
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had  not  yet  seen  him,  with  an  eager  desire 
of '  being  partakers  of  his  conversation;, 
and  witnesses  of  his  skij]. 

It  was  not  matter  of  surprize  that  he 
should  acquire  an  ascendant  over  the  spirit 
of  these  barbarians,  since  even  amongst  the 
most  accomplished  persons  of  the  age,  he 
was  still  supereminent.  For  nature  had 
rendered  his  exterior  as  captivating  as  his 
mind  w^as  noble.  His  countenance  was 
handsome  without  any  mixture  of  effe- 
minacy ;  his  person  manly,  commanding, 
and  formed  with  the  most  exact  propor- 
tion :  while  a  grace,  inimitable  and  diffi- 
cult to  describe,  regulated  all  his  move- 
ments. Inline,  the  perfection  of  his  form 
pleased  the  eye,  the  melody  of  his  accents 
delighted  the  ear,  and  the  justness  of  his 
sentiments  satisfied  the  most  rigorous  vir- 
tue. Such  was  Alfred : — born  to  inspire 
admiration,  to  attract  affection,  and  to  se- 
cure esteem. 

Though 
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Though  his  disguise  was  well  calculated 
to  elude  suspicion,  it  could  not  cloud  the 
dignity  of  his  form,  or  the  grace  of  his 
deportment.  They  shone  visibly,  and  the 
superiority  they  exacted  over  the  spirit  of 
the  Danes,  was  yielded  without  reluctance, 
because  the  character  he  had  assumed 
precluded  envy. 

The  first  idea  that  struck  him  on  awak- 
ing, was  that  of  Ethelswitha.  "  She  is 
near  me,'*  said  he  to  himself,  while  his 
heart  palpitated  with  the  eagerness  of  ex- 
pectation.— "  I  shall  see  her,  O  Heaven, 
how  shall  I  support  that  interview  ! — Yet 
she  is  not,  she  cannot  be  mine ;  I  will  avoid 
her."  He  paused,  and  his  thoughts  took 
another  turn.  The  apprehensions  of  Ethel- 
bert  occured  to  his  remembrance.  He 
knew  not  what  to  hope,  or  what  to  fear. 
Yet  to  clear  his  doubts,  if  possible,  he 
judged  was  due  to  the  son  of  Harold,  to 
Oddune,  and  to  his  own  peace,  and  this 
was  his  ultimate  resolution. 

C  4  Those 
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Those  who  had  conducted  him  to  the 
camp,  now  surrounded,  and  brought  him 
forth  to  their  comrades  :  the  harp  was  put 
into  his  hands,  and  silence  and  attention 
reigned.  He  tuned  the  instrument  to 
light  strains,  and  accompanied  it  with  his 
voice.  The  masterly  skill  he  displayed 
astonished  the  Danes,  and  in  testifying 
their  approbation,  they  interrupted  that 
musick  which  gave  them  such  delight. 
These  bursts  of  applause  reached  the  tent 
of  Oscitel.  He  came  forth  to  learn  the 
cause,  and  was  himself  soon  numbered 
among  the  admirers  of  Alfred.  That 
prince  perceived  the  traces  of  vexation  in 
his  countenance.  He  conjectured  that  his 
unsuccessful  passion  for  B?rtha  had  given 
this  expression  to  his  features,  and  willing 
to  draw  his  attention  by  striking  his  feel- 
ings, he  changed  from  lively  to  melan- 
choly measures^  and  sung  in  tender  and 
mournful  strains  the  anguish  of  despairing 
love. 

Scarce 
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Scarce  was  the  ode  concluded,  when 
Oscitel  seized  his  hand,  and  promised 
him  his  protection.  "  I  claim  thee,"  said 
he,  "  as  a  follower  of  my  fortunes.  Re- 
member that  from  this  moment  thy  destiny 
is  attached  to  that  of  Oscitel.'* 

Alfred  bent  his  head,  but  replied  not : 
the  character  of  Oscitel  w^as  known  to 
him,  and  he  could  not  even  in  semblance, 
ally  himself  to  treachery  and  malice. 

While  these  things  passed,  Guthrum  was 
informed  of  the  new  guest  which  the  camp 
had  received.  The  royal  minstrel  was 
summoned  to  his  presence  on  the  instant. 
He  obeyed,  and  was  conducted  to  his 
tent.  Oscitel  followed  j  his  aspect  was 
still  dark,  melancholy,  and  dissatisfied,  but 
Alfred  had  not  leisure  to  regard  him.  He 
beheld  the  most  precious  ornaments  of  his 
palace,  scattered  in  wild  profusion  s  yet  to 
see  them  gave  him  no  regret,  for  his  spirit 
was  superior  to  all  mean  considerations. 

C  5  Bur 
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But  he  found  himself  in  the  presence  of 
Guthrum,  of  him  who  had  set  a  price  upon 
his  head — of  him  who  had  let  destruction 
loose  upon  his  people  !  The  chief  com- 
manded him  to  approach  :  he  did,  but  his 
stubborn  knee  refused  to  bend  to  the  de- 
stroyer of  England. 

"  Minstrel/*  said  the  Dane,  "  I  have 
heard  wonders  of  thy  skill,  and  I  require 
thee  to  display  it." 

Alfred  made  a  motion  of  obeisance. 
He  seated  himself,  touched  the  harp,  and 
charmed  the  ears  of  the  haughty  Guth- 
runa.  "  Minstrel,"  said  he,  with  a  re- 
laxed brow,  and  softened  tone,  "  I  find 
that  report  has  not  exaggerated  thy  abili- 
ties. Thou  art  worthy  of  my  favour,  and 
I  retain  thee  in  my  service." 

"  I  have  already  promised  this  youth 
my  protection,"  cried  Oscitel)  "he  is  mine 
by  a  primary  engagement." 

Guth- 
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Guthrum  eyed  him  with  a  stern  regard, 
"  Knowest  thou  not,"  he  cried,  "  that  I 
brook  not  opposition  ?  And  that  thou  canst 
not  with  impunity  dispute  my  power?" 

"  Proud  and  inflexible!"  answered  Os- 
citel  indignantly,  "  is  it  not  enough  that 
thou  seekest  to  disappoint  my  dearest 
hopes,  but  thou  must  also  deprive  me 
of  all  gratifications  ?  Have  I  fought — 
have  I  conquered,  to  be  treated  with 
ignominy  like  this?  Am  I  not  w^orthy 
as  thou  art  ?  Am  I  not  also  born  of  royal 
blood,  and  thy  equal  in  heroic  attain- 
ments?" 

Fierce  anger  inflamed  the  heart  of  Guth- 
rum at  these  words.  His  blood  boiled 
within  him,  and  mounted  in  rapid  cur- 
rents to  his  cheeks.  His  eyes  darted  livid 
fire,  his  countenance  blackened,  and  Al- 
fred recognized  the  foe  of  Harold  in  all 
his  native  ferocity. 

Co  Amund 
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Amund  (who  was  present)  and  the  at- 
tendants  of  Guthrum,  dreaded  the  coming 
storm,  and  pulled  Oscitel  from  the  tent, 
before  the  passions  of  the  gloomy  chief 
fou^d  utterance. 

The  anger  of  Guthrum,  at  first  too  vio- 
lent for  expression,  now  burst  forth  in  loud 
cries  that  rent  the  air  with  horrid  disso- 
nance, while  all  but  the  noble  spirited 
Alfred  fled  from  his  presence,  trembling, 
aghast,  dismayed. 

Thus  rage  the  fires  pent  within  the 
gloomy  caverns  of  the  terrible  volcano. 
The  frightened  swain  hears  the  portentous 
noise.  He  starts:  again  the  rumbling 
sounds  assail  his  ears.  He  attempts  to 
fly  the  threatning  fate,  but  his  shivering 
limbs  refuse  their  customed  office.  A  thick 
ijmoke  envelopes  the  mountain,  and  darkens 
the  face  of  heaven.  At  length  wide  from 
its  yawning  side  pours  the  impetuous  tor- 
rent of  liquid  fire.     An    artificial    night 

overshadows 
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o'ershadows  the  bosom  of  nature,  and  de- 
struction riots  uncontrouled. 

Terrible  and  destructive  also  bad  been 
the  anger  of  Guthrum,  but  for  the  en- 
chanting powers  of  melody.  Alfred  took 
his  harp:  he  struck  the  chords,  and  sent 
forth  sounds  so  exquisite,  so  soothing,  that 
the  passions  of  the  furious  chief  subsided 
into  calmness,  and  felt  themselves  subdued 
v^ithout  being  conscious  of  the  victor. 

The  storm  was  now  appeased,  and  the 
affrighted  Danes  ventured  to  approach  the 
tent,  finding  silence  reign  within  it.  But 
Oscitel  returned  not;  he  retired  to  his  own 
quarter,  and  shutting  himself  up  in  his  tent, 
gave  a  loose  to  the  vexation  that  rent  his 
haughty  soul, 

Guthrum,  mean  time,  astonished  to  find 
his  fierceness  no  more,  at  length  discovered 
the  true  cause  of  this  unwonted  modera- 
tion, in  the  matchless  skill  of  Alfred.     He 

was 
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was  lost  in  wonder  and  admiration  ;  he  re- 
garded the  royal  minstrel  as  something 
more  than  human,  and  while  he  eyed  him 
with  a  mixture  of  pleasure  and  surprize, 
again  assured  him  of  his  protection,  and 
taking  a  golden  collar  from  his  neck  pre- 
sented him  with  it;  adding,  that  when  the 
spoils  of  England  were  shared  he  should 
not  be  forgotten. 

From  this  moment  Alfred  became  the 
favoured  companion  of  the  Dane.  Yet, 
though  eager  for  his  society,  he  sometimes 
suffered  him  to  range  through  the  camp, 
and  exhilarate  his  followers  by  the  charms 
of  his  conversation. 

Alfred  observed,  that  as  often  as  he  re- 
turned to  the  presence  of  Guthrum,  his 
aspect  was  cloudy  and  disturbed ;  but  these 
appearances  wore  off  when  the  harp  re- 
sounded through  the  tent. 

In  thrs  state  continued  matters  several 
days,  and  during  that  time,  £thelswitha 

blest 
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blest  not  the  sight  of  Alfred.  Though  this 
deprivation  afflicted  him  with  the  tortures 
of  suspense,  yet  he  was  gratified  with  the 
accomplishment  of  that  superior  project 
for  which  he  came.  He  remarked  the  su- 
pine and  careless  security  in  which  his 
enemies  were  plunged.  He  observed  their 
total  contempt  of  discipline  -,  their  negli- 
gence of  all  means  for  defence  or  safety  ^ 
the  unbounded  dissoluteness  of  their  feasts, 
and  the  profusion  with  which  they  wasted 
the  spoils  they  had  acquired  so  hardly.  He 
saw  enough  to  insure  him  success,  could 
he  quit  the  camp  undiscovered ;  and  his 
departure  was  now  retarded  alone  by  the 
wish  of  beholding  Ethelswitha. 

One  day  Guthrum  commanded  his  at- 
tendants to  retire,  and  addressed  the  feigned 
minstrel  thus.  "  Edbald,"  said  he,  (for  Al- 
fred had  once  more  assumed  the  name 
which  had  before  concealed  him  from  no- 
tice) "  I  am  going  to  make  thee  acquainted 
with  the  most  secret  workings  of  my  soul. 

Know," 
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Know/'  he  continued,  and  his  features 
reddened  indignant  as  he  spoke,  "  that  the 
spirit  of  Guthrum  is  subdued  by  love ;  that 
he  bends  a  vile  submissive  slave  to  its  do- 
minion!— ^Yes,  while  shame  at  the  weak 
sensation  burns  my  check,  I  will  own  to 
thee,  that  I  love,  and  am  disdained.  A 
captive,  who  depends  on  my  will  for  safety, 
or  destruction, — to  her  I  sue,  and  she  con- 
temns me!" 

The  emotions  of  Alfred  at  these  words, 
displayed  themselves  on  his  countenance. 
"  How,  O  royal  protector,''  cried  he,  in 
faultering  accents,  "  how  is  this  rigorous 
fair  one  called  ?  and  does  her  birth  allow 
this  haughtiness  ?" 

**  She  is  daughter  to  Morcar,  an  English 
noble,"  replied  Guthrum,  "  and  her  name 
Ethelswitha.'' 

"  O  heavenJ"  exclaimed  Alfred,  thrown 
off  his  guard  by  that  loved  sound,  "  i-s 

Ethelswitha 
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Ethelswitha  the  object  of  thy  passion  ? "  A 
cold  chill  ran  through  his  frame,  his  knees 
trembled,  and  he  was  forced  to  lean  on 
his  harp  for  support. 

These  appearances  struck  Guthrum  with 
wonder  and  suspicion;  he  eyed  him  with 
keen  penetration,  and  in  a  voice  perturbed 
and  agitated,  exclaimed,  "  what  knowest 
thou  of  Ethelswitha?  why  has  her  name 
disturbed  thee?" 

Alfred  inwardly  trembled  for  the  im- 
prudence which  had  escaped  him.  He 
saw  that  the  fate  of  England  depended  on 
this  moment :  that  idea  animated  him  with 
something  nobler  than  love,  and  in  a  short 
time  he  sought,  and  obtained,  a  mastery 
over  his  sensations.  Then  turning  to  Guth- 
rum, with  a  composed  tone  and  aspect, 
'^  great  prince,"  he  replied,  "  thou  dost 
wonder  at  my  emotion,  but  surprize  alone 
occasioned  it :  for  once,  in  the  prime  of 
Alfred's  powder,  I  had  heard  a  report  that 

this 
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this  virgin  was  beloved  by  him,  and  de- 
stined to  share  his  throne.  I  learned  too, 
that  she  was  averse  to  his  vows,  and  con- 
temned the  honours  he  offered  her.  Yet 
sure  her  coldness  to  him  can  astonish  no 
more,  since  the  mighty  Guthrum  is  now 
its  object. 

These  last  words  softened  the  Dane,  and 
banished  suspicion  from  his  breast.  — 
*'  Edbald,''  said  he,  resuming  his  confi- 
dence, "  report  has  then  sported  with  thy 
credulity,  for  know  that  Ethclswitha  loves 
only  Alfred.'* 

Alfred  at  this  moment  had  occasion  for 
all  his  prudence  ;  and  though  he  strove  to 
conceal  his  feelings,  enough  appeared  to 
destroy  him  for  ever,  had  not  Guthrum, 
too  intent  on  the  subject  of  his  discourse 
for  observation,  failed  to  discern  them. 

"  Even  in  the  bosom  of  the  grave,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  Alfred  is  my  rival.    She  avows 

her 
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lier  love  without  restraint ;  for  in  conclud- 
ing him  no  more,  she  feeJs  no  conviction 
of  a  breach  of  modesty  in  lamenting  his 
loss,  and  celebrating  his  virtues. 

Oscitel  has  dared  to  contest  with  me  the 
prize  of  Ethelswitha's  love  :  but  his  assi- 
duities give  me  no  apprehension,  for  while 
she  treats  me  with  a  cool  reserve,  she  turns 
from  him  with  disgust,  and  meets  his  suit 
with  the  most  cutting  scorn.  Thou  wilt 
wonder  that  departing  from  my  natural 
character,  I  suffer  with  such  unwonted 
patience  the  caprice,  and  coldness  of  this 
haughty  fair  one.  But  know  that  I  have 
often  meant  to  make  her  sensible  of  my 
power,  and  as  often  been  deterred  from 
my  purpose,  and  awed  into  silence  and 
submission  by  the  dignity  of  her  deport- 


"  The  brave  are  ever  generous  and  for- 
bearing,'* replied  Alfred.  "  Mock  me  not 
with    thy    praise,'*    answered   Guthrum, 

V  frowning. 
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frowning,  "  that  forbearance  I  blush  for. 
It  deserves  only  the  name  of  coward  ser- 
vitude/' 

**  Pardon  me,  illustrious  Guthrum,"  in- 
terrupted Alfred,  "  I  would  know  v^^hether 
this  were  the  first  time  thou  hadst  felt  the 
power  of  love;  for  by  the  violence  of  thy 
passion  I  deem  it  so." 

"  No/*  replied  Guthrum,    his  counte- 
nance growing    still  darker  than  before, 
"  no ;  once  did  I  feel  transports,  to  which 
those  I  experience  now,  are  far  inferior. — 
But  my  love  was  returned  with  base  ingra- 
titude, and  I  nobly  changed  it  into  bitter 
hatred.     I  swore  revenge,    but  my  foes 
escaped  me.     Some  malicious  demon  who 
takes   delight  in  frustrating  human  pur- 
poses, snatched  them  from  my  ire.     But 
I  will  no  more  be  foiled.  Ethelswitha  shall 
know  her  master !   One   trial  only  will  I 
allow  to  softer  means.    To-morrow  I  give 
a  banquet  to  my  assembled  chiefs.    Ethel- 
switha 
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switha  shall  grace  it  with  her  presence^  and 
thou  shalt  attempt  to  subdue  her  haughty 
sou],  to  attune  it  to  love  and  condescen- 
sion, by  thy  magic  harmony.'*  Alfred  bent 
his  head  in  token  of  obedience,  and 
Guthrum  dismissed  him. 

Instead  of  going  as  usual  to  entertain  the 
soldiers,  he  retired  to  meditate  in  solitude 
on  what  he  had  heard.  To  think  that 
Ethelswitha  loved  him,  to  know  that  she 
lamented  his  supposed  death  with  sorrow, 
that  she  celebrated  his  virtues  with  an  ar- 
dency of  praise,  gave  to  his  heart  a  joy  so 
unbounded,  an  happiness  so  extatic,  that 
he  seemed  at  that  moment  overpayed  for 
all  his  sufferings. 

As  the  remembrance  of  an  ominous 
dream  clouds  the  countenance  in  the  hour 
of  festivity,  so  the  idea  of  Oddune  rushed 
on  the  memory  of  Alfred,  and  obscured 
his  joy.  He  pondered  a  moment.  The 
assurance  he  had  received  of  Ethelswitha's 

affection. 
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affection,  gave  him  a  clearer  penetration. 
He  began  to  find  it  possible  that  the  Earl 
of  Devon  had  not  feigned  an  indifference 
he  felt  not,  and  from  finding  it  possible^  he 
soon  concluded  it  certain.  Ethelbert  then 
occurred  to  disturb  him.  Yet  as  Ethel- 
switha  loved  him  not,  he  judged  that  a 
false  and  erroneous  delicacy  alone  could 
induce  him  to  relinquish  his  own  felicity 
when  that  sacrifice  could  convey  no  real 
benefit  to  another.  'J-he  peace  of  Ethel- 
switha  too,  was  it  not  dear  to  him  as  that 
of  Ethelbert  ?  That  thought  led  to  an  ac- 
cusation of  himself.  He  detested  the  blind- 
ness that  had  rendered  him  so  long  igno- 
rant of  such  an  inestimable  truth. 


He  recalled  the  words  he  had  heard 
Ethelsv^itha  utter  to  her  confidant.  He  re- 
called, and  found  they  alluded  only  to 
himself.  More  than  ever  did  he  condemn 
the  obstinate  incredulity,  which  had  set 
him  so  long  at  enmity  with  liis  own  happi- 
ness, and  which  must  have  been  a  source 

of 
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of  anguish   to   the  tender  and  beautiful 
Ethelswitha. 


At  the  moment  he  looked  forward  to  the 
blissful  time  when  he  could  unrestrained 
divulge  his  feelings  to  her  who  caused 
them^  his  generosity  forsook  him  not.  He 
flattered  himself  that  the  passion  of  Ethel- 
bert  might  subside^  when  he  found  it  home- 
less, and  resolved  to  endow  him  with  the 
hand  of  Judith,  if  that  princess  was  not 
averse.  Her  youth,  her  charms,  and  her 
talents,  rendered  the  gift  of  no  common 
value ;  and  he  pleased  himself  with  the 
idea  that  his  young  friend  might  confess 
and  feel  their  power.  Thus,  while  despair 
magnifies  each  trifling  obstacle  into  an  irre- 
mediable CYilj  hope  seizes  each  gleam  of 
good,  and  exalts  it  into  certainty  of  happi- 
ness, 

Alfred  counted  the  moments  with  impa- 
tience :  he  complained  of  their  tardiness, 
and  thought  the  day  would  never  close. 

Night 
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Night  came  at  last  -,  he  had  imagined  its 
arrival  would  bridle  his  impatience,  but 
night  appeared  to  him  as  immeasurable  as 
the  day  had  been. 

At  length  morning  dawned,  and  revived 
^his  soul.  He  started  from  his  sleepless 
couch  y  joined  the  soldiers,  as  was  his 
wonted  custom,  and  dreading  now  more 
than  ever  to  inspire  suspicion,  he  rallied 
his  spirits,  called  forth  all  the  powers  of 
his  vivacity,  and  entertained  his  compa- 
nions with  the  united  charms  of  his  mu- 
sic and  conversation,  'till  the  sun  finished 
its  diurnal  course,  and  sunk  beneath  the 
hills. 

It  was  the  hour  destined  for  the  ban- 
quet. Alfred's  heart  beat  hard.  He  saw 
the  chiefs  hurrying  to  the  entertainment, 
and  those  of  meaner  rank  thronfrinor  to  the 
quarter,  w^here  the  royal  tent  was  placed, 
in  expeatation  of  the  feast  which  the 
bounty  of  Guthrum  had  promised  them. 

He 
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He  hesitated  :  he  knew  not  whether  he 
sliould  go  uncalied,  or  wait  'till  sent  for. 
A  messenger  from  GuthruiTi  pistan  end  to 
this  uncertainty.  He  summoned  all  his 
fortitude,  and  repaired  to  tlie  tent,  where 
he  was  received  with  rude,  but  sincere, 
demonstrations  of  welcome. 

It  was  some  time  before  he  ventured  to 
look  off  the  earth.  He  thought  of  his 
-people,  and  was  animated  to  resolution. 
Now  therefore,  he  raised  his  eyes,  and  the 
full  blaze  of  Ethelswitha's  beauties  burst 
upon  him.  To  his  inexpressible  surprize 
he  perceived  Judith  seated  close  beside  her. 
Their  countenances  were  dull  and  cheer- 
less \  their  eyelids  depressed  with  sorrow, 
and  their  apparel  unadorned.  Two  or 
three  female  attendants  stood  around  them, 
and  seemed  to  share  in  their  affliction. 

This  spectacle  w^as  too  much  for  the 
heart  of  Alfred.  He  felt  his  emotions 
rising,  and  to  conceal  them  from  the  eyes  of 
G^thrum,  retired  a  few  paces  behind  him. 

VOL.  II.  D  Oscitel 


50  THE  «0N  OF  ETHELWOLF. 

Oscitel  entered  that  moment,  and  took 
off  the  attention  of  the  imperious  chief  to 
himself.  "  I  come  an  uninvited  guest,'* 
(cried  he  frowning)  to  the  banquet  of  the 
haughty  Guthrum,  But  I  trust  he  will  not 
violate  the  laws  of  hospitality."  "  These 
laws  alone,  are  thy  protection,"  exclaimed 
the  incensed  Guthrum ;  "  though  thy  in- 
solence may  well  warrant  their  neglect.'* 

In  saying  thus,  his  countenance  became 
black  and  terrible,  while  that  of  Oscitel 
expressed  defiance  and  contempt.  Again 
Were  the  flames  of  dissention  going  to  burst 
forth,  when  Amund,  and  the  assembled 
chiefs^  quitting  the  festive  board,  advanced 
betwixt  the  enraged  brothers,  and  attempt- 
ed to  pacify  the  angry  Guthrum. 

"  I  have  already  said,"  replied  lie  to 
their  solicitations,  **  that  the  laws  of  hospi- 
tality are  his  protection.  JLet  him  sit,  and 
bridle  his  licentious  tongue  with  discre- 
tion," 

Oscitel 
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Oscitel  was  going  to  reply,  when  the 
chiefs  again  surrounded,  and  besought  him 
not  to  disturb  the  harmony  of  the  feast. 
He  yielded  at  length  to  their  entreaties, 
and  seated  himself  at  the  board. 

Alfred  then  touched  his  soul  subduing 
harp,  and  sung  the  following  strains: 

LO !  from  the  stores  of  yonder  North, 

Portentous  they  of  Albion's  doom. 

Black  tempestuous  clouds  break  forth. 

And  shroud  the  sun  with  midnight  gloom ; 

They  burst! — and  now  o'er  Albion^s  plains. 

Rude  roars  the  raging  storm,  and  desolation  reigns* 

What  form,  majestic  cleaves  the  air  ? 
'Tis  Odin  on  his  ebon  steed  : 
^'  Prepare,  my  sons/^  he  cries,  ^'  prepare, 
I  lead  you  to  the  warrior's  meed ; 
Thro'  wound^:,  thro"  carnage,  and  thro'  deaths 
I  guide  to  the  unfading  wreath,      '   , 
That  blossoms  on  the  victor's  brow. 
Haste !  haste  !  my  sons  to  win  Ihe  prize. 
Behold  the  fated  moment  now ; 
Haste  I  haste  to  win  it  ere  it  flies ; 
Now  clash  the  spear,  aild  rmging  shield: 
Now  let  the  arrow  fly,  and  gore  o'erflow  the  field !'' 
•  D2  He 
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He  said — The  ready  arrows  fly ; 

Whizzing  they  pour  along  the  plain, 

The  sparkling  spear  is  lifted  high. 

Confessed  its  force  by  heaps  of  slain  ! 

From  the  hot  gore  thick  steams  arise. 

And  mount  in  curling  volumes  to  the  ruddy  skies, 

impetuous,  on  his  foaming  steed. 

The  warrior  god  comes  rushing  on  : 

*^  My  sons,"  he  cries,  *'  a  King  must  bleed> 

And  then  your  varrpus  toils  are  done  : 

See  on  his  brow  defiance  lowV; 

Haste  !  let  him  bend  to  Odin's  power; 

Guide  to  his  breast  the  burnished  steel; 

Tell  him  a  god  directs  the  blow'! 

Let  him  my  weight  of  vengeance  feel. 

And  give  the  purple  stream  to  flow  : 

Compass  the  unblest  wretch  around  : 

Wide   be    the    sanguine    flood — deep  the  mflicted 

wound. 
The  hasty  arrow  rushes  forth. 
And  wing'd  with  death,  unerring  flies  ; 
Seals  the  proud  triumph  of  the  North  ; 
'Tis  past !  he  bleeds — he  falls — he  dies ! 
Albion  thy  latest  hope  is  fled  ; 
Cease  to  resist  thy  fate,  and  think  of  Alfred  dead  1 

Foremost  in  the  ranks  of  fight, 
Guthrum — chief  of  deathless  name,- 

Odii 
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Odin  mark'd  thy  deeds  of  might, 
And  crown'd  thee  with  a  victor's  fame ; 
*'  Thine  the  glorious  meed  !"  he  Qiy'd, 
**  Bane  of  thy  dastard  foes,   but  mine,   and  Den- 
mark's pride ! 

Harp  give  forth  thy  tuneful  treasures. 

Wake  thy  chords  to  gayer  measures ; 

Now  the  web  of  fate  is  spun  ; 

Now  the  mighty  task  is  done. 

Behold  the  hero  of  the  w^ar, 

Flush'd  with  the  palm  of  victory  5 

His  nodding  casque  terrific  see. 

His  burnished  mail  that  shines  afar  ! 

Yet  in  the  proud  triumphal  hour. 

The  victor  bends  to  beauty's  pow'r; 

Lays  at  her  feet  a  kingdom's  spoils. 

Seeks  in  her  kindling  smiles  the  guerdon  of  his  toils. 

Fair  one,  say,  why  streams  thine  eye  ? 

Why  heaves  so  sad  thy  snowy  breast  ? 

Give  the  vain  distress  to  fly; 

Consent  to  be,  in  blessing,  blest: 

So  shall  thy  hours  with  pleasure  bright. 

Roll  on  in  varying  joys,  and  ever  pure  delight. 

The  song  of  the  Thracian  bard  afFected 

not  his  warlike  auditors  more  deeply,  than 

did  the  strains  of  the  royal  minstrel  touch 

D  3  the 
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the  listening  Danes :  loud  acclamations 
manifested  their  wonder  and  delight.  Not 
so  the  mournful  Ethelswitha:  like  the  weak 
tendril  bending  to  the  northern  blast,  she 
drooped  her  beauteous  head.  At  the  com- 
mencement of  the  song,  the  well  known 
voice  of  Alfred  had  struck  her  ear,  and 
made  her  bosom  throb  with  unutterable 
emotions.  Yet  when  she  heard  him  speak 
in  that  hostile  strain,  exult  at  the  woes  that 
harrassed  England,  and  enumerate  with  a 
barbarous  triumph,  its  various  miseries, her 
heart  refused  to  acknowledge  him  for  its 
lord,  and  the  resemblance  of  his  accents 
she  concluded  only  accidental. 

When  the  song  announced  the  death  of 
Alfred,  a  gush  of  tears  dimmed  the  w^onted 
lustre  of  her  eyes:  she  had  doubted  before, 
this  appeared  a  certainty  to  her  despairing 
soul,  and  she  sunk  on  the  shoulder  of  Ju- 
dith, who  had  experienced  the  same  traia 
of  thoughts,  and  now  manifested  the  same 
affliction. 

Alfred 
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Alfred  beheld  her  sorrow  with  mingled 
feelings  of  pain  and  pleasure.  Not  daring 
to  trust  his  eyes  with  that  fascinating  sight,, 
he  fixed  them  on  the  earth,  and  fell  imper- 
ceptibly into  a  deep  reverie,  from  which 
the  voice  of  Ethelswitha  aroused  him r 

*^  Base  hireling  r^  said  she,  addressing 
him,  while  her  eyes  beamed  the  highest 
scorn, — *'  Low  souFd,  and  unworthy !  Art 
thou  born  of  English  blood,  and  dost  thou 
condescend  to  flatter  thy  oppressors,  nay 
more,  to  riot  and  exult  over  the  misfor- 
tunes  of  thy  country?  Recreant — the  w^on- 
ders  of  thy  skill  cannot  atone  for  so  base  a 
prostitution.  Wouldst  thou  employ  it  well  ? 
— Go — inspirit  thy  countrymen  to  brave 
exertions.  Arouse  them  to  noble  ven- 
geance, for  their  insulted  liberties,  and 
their  murdered  king." — 

Oh  !  Alfred,  in  life  didst  thou  contemn 

the  love  of  Ethelswitha,  yet  dearer  at  this 

moment  h  thy  image  to  her  tortured  heart, 

D  i  til  an 
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than  all  the  pomp  and  splendor  that  pow- 
erful barbarity  can  bestow.'* 

Her  voice  sunk  at  these  last  words  into 
an  expression  of  tender  grief.  It  was  too 
tender  for  the  prudence  of  Alfred  to  sup- 
port ',  he  started  forward,  and  threw  him- 
self at  her  feet. 

Ethelswitha,  astonishecl  at  this  action, 
shrieked  aloud.  Guthrum  arose,  and  a 
confused  murmur  ran  through  the  assembly. 

The  reason  of  Alfred  resumed  its  place  : 
he  inwardly  shuddered  at  the  dire  conse- 
quences that  might  await  his  indiscretion, 
and  seeking  to  avert  them,  he  quitted  not 
his  attitude,  but  addressing  Ethelsvvitha, 
exclaimed : 

"  Illustrious,  and  beauteous  dame,  par- 
don the  officious  zeal  of  thy  lowly  servant, 
which  would  presume  to  combat  those  feel- 
ings that,  indulged,  will  for  ever  destroy 

thv 
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thy  bosom's  peace.  Alfred  cannot  now  af- 
ford thee  succour.  Why  wih  thou  seek  a 
lover  in  the  silent  tomb,  when  the  arms  of 
a  mighty  chief  are  open  to  receive  thee  ? 
Bear  in  remembrance,  lady,  that  not  iht 
vanquished,  but  the  conqueror,  merits  to 
obtain  the  meed  of  beauty.'* 

This  happy  turn,  changed  the  rising 
wrath  of  Guthrum  into  complacence.  He 
again  took  his  seat,  and  waited  the  reply 
of  Ethelswitha ,-  but  no  reply  issued  from 
her  lips  r  she  eyed  the  speaker  with  a  scru-' 
tinizing  attention ;  she  retraced  past  ima- 
ges, and  filled  with  mingled  astonishment, 
joy,  and  confusion,  continued  motionless 
and  silent. 

Guthr-um  thought  he  saw  In  these  ap- 
pearances a  yielding  softness,  and  his  com- 
placence towards  Alfred  redoubled. 

Ethelswitha  arose  in  a  short  time.     She 

addressed  Guthrum.  "  1  have  appeared  at 

thy  banquet,"  said  she,  "  in  compliance 

D  5  with 
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with  thy  wilJ.  I'have  witnessed  the  ablll^ 
ties  of  thy  minstrel.  Suffer  me  now  to  re- 
tii-e,  before  revelry  and  riot,  take  place  of 
moderation/* 

"  Dame,  thou  shalt  depart,"  replied 
Guthrum,  '^  since  such  is  thy  desire  y  but 
recall  the  words  that  thou  hast  heard,  and 
cease  to  spurn  at  the  good  fortune  that 
awaits  thee.** 

Ethelswitha  bent  her  head,  yet  her 
obeisance  was  mixed  with  a  shade  of  scorn. 
She  glanced  her  eyes  toward  the  minstrel, 
and  perceived  his  fixed  on  her  face.  She 
started,  blushed  ;  took  Judith  by  the  arm, 
and  hastily  quitted  the  tent,  followed  by 
the  women  who  served  her,  and  the  daugh- 
ter of  Ethelwolf. 

The  glance  escaped  not  the  jealous  eyes 
of  Guthrum.  Suspicion  entered  into  his 
breast^  yet  what  to  suspect  he  knew  not. 
His  pride  would  not  allow,  that  Ethel- 

switha. 
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switha,  averse  to  the  suit  of  a  warrior,  il- 
lustrious by  his  birth,  and  renowned  for  his 
atchievements,  could  with  such  facility  of 
lightness  bestow  her  affections  on  a  low 
born  minstrel ;  for  no  idea  entered  his 
mind  that  Alfred  was  the  person  whom  he 
disdained  to  put  in  competition  with  him- 
self. 

Self- tormented  by  thoughts,  which  mor- 
tified without  humbling  him,  he  would 
have  followed  the  impulse  of  his  natural 
ferocity,  and  forced  Ethelswitha  to  accede 
to  his  wishes,  did  not  the  same  haughtiness 
which  gave  birth  to  this  purpose,  bring  a 
more  powerful  motive  to  subvert  it. 

Oscitel  loved  Ethelswitha  with  a  passion 
ardent  as  his  own ;  that  prince  possessed  the 
affections  of  the  soldiers  in  a  degree  far 
more  eminent  than  himself.  For  while  the 
haughty  severity  of  his  deportment  ob- 
tained only  that  respect  which  is  the  off- 
spring of  fear,  the  insinuating  artifices  with 
D  G  which 
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which  Oscltel  glossed  over  and  concealed 
the  darker  parts  of  his  disposition,  won  the 
hearts  of  the  rude  multitude,  who  were 
unaccustomed    to  penetrate    beyond    ap- 
pearances. The  regard  in  which  they  held 
him^  was  not  unknown  to  Guthrum.     He 
was  sensible  that  should  he  attempt  to  force 
Ethelswitha  to  his  arms^  the  partiality  of 
the  troops  for  Oscitel  might  give  a  rude 
shock  to  his  present  powder;  a  power  which 
gratified  the  inordinate  pride  of  his  spirit, 
and  which  was  infinitely  too  precious  to 
risque  for  the  possession  of  a  mistress. 

ITie  result  therefore  of  hi^  cooler 
rhoudits  was  to  content  himself  with  coEh 
tinning  to  preclude  his  brother  admittance 
to  the  presence  of  Ethelswitha,  and  in  the 
meantime  to  keep  a  watchful  eye  on  the 
motions  of  the  minstrel. 

In  pursuance  of  this  resolution,  he  quit- 
ted the  festive  board  for  a  few  moments, 
and  taking  one  of  his  most  favoured  at- 
tendants 
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tendants  aside,  charged  him,  as  he  would 
answer  it  with  his  life,  to  observe  the 
actions  of  the  minstrel  with  the  most  scru- 
tinizing attention  ;  and  particularly  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  banquet,  when  suspicion 
would  be  lulled  to  rest,  and  vigilance  off 
its  guard,  from  the  consequences  of  un- 
bridled festivity.  No  sooner  had  he  finished 
these  instructions  than  he  resumed  his 
place,  and  the  hilarity  which  had  been 
interrupted  by  the  preceding  incidents, 
again  sparkled  in  the  countenances,  and 
animated  the  conversation  of  the  Danes. 

The  foaming  goblet  passed  around. 
They  drank  of  the  fascinating  beverage 
with  avidity  >  rude  bursts  of  merriment 
shook  the  air^  each  person  became  the 
narrator  of  his  own  exploits,  and  claimed 
the  attention  to  himself  that  he  paid  not  to 
others  -,  loud  clamours  ensued.  One  more 
moderate  than  the  rest,  required  Alfred  to 
begin  his  strains.*  He  obeyed,  but  the  re- 
quirer  in  a  few  minutes  became  heedless  of 

the 
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the  powers  of  harmony,  and  joined  in  the 
wild  riot  that  pervaded  the  assembly. 
Guthrum  reduced  to  the  senseless  condi- 
tion of  his  followers,  retained  no  longer 
the  power  or  the  inclination  to  enforce 
obedience,  or  establish  order.  All  dis- 
tinctions were  lost  in  the  humiliating  level 
of  brutish  intoxication. 

The  horrid  cries  of  discord  soon  took 
place  of  the  burst  of  revelry,  and  the  song 
of  triumph.  Kinsmen  and  friends  engaged 
in  hostile  assault ;  fierce  blows  were  dealt 
around,  and  blood  distained  the  table  of 
festivity.  At  length  a  total  insensibility 
succeeded  -,  the  victors  and  the  vanquished 
sunk  disgracefully  together  on  the  earth, 
and  lost  in  the  last  period  of  intoxication, 
their  anger,,  their  hatred,  and  their  desires 
of  vengeance. 

Alfred  beheld  the  scourges  of  England 
lying  prostrate  around  him.     He  saw  the 
thunderbolts  of  war,  weak,  helpless,  impo- 
tent 5 
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tent ;  while  not  superior  power  or  valour, 
but  their  own  licentiousness,  had  reduced 
them  to  this  state  of  shameful  imbecility* 

He  had  now  accomplished  all  the  pur- 
poses for  which  he  came,  and  he  believed 
the  present  moment  pointed  out  by  Provi* 
dence,  as  favourable  to  his  departure. — 
While  he  was  considering  how  to  effect  hi& 
escape,  without  raising  suspicion  in  the  sol- 
diers, the  person  whom  Guthrum  had  ap- 
pointed to  guard  him  entered  the  ban- 
queting apartment,  and  after  looking  at  the 
sleeping  chiefs,  he  addressed  Alfred  in  a 
whispering  tone,  casting  his  eyes  around 
with  fearful  glances  as  he  spoke. 

"  Minstrel,"  said  he,  grasping  his  hand, 
**  if  thou  remainest  in  this  camp  danger  the 
most  imminent  awaits  thee.  Thou  hast  in- 
curred the  suspicions  of  Guthrum,  whether 
justly,  or  unjustly,  it  boots  not  me  to  know; 
fori  look  on  thee  as  something  divine^ 
whom  it  would  be  sacrilege  to  injure.  My 

esteem 
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esteem  and  my  admiration  of  thee  are 
equal ;  I  think  thy  spirit  is  under  the  im- 
mediate direction  of  the  gods,  and.  think- 
ing thus,  I  would  preserve  thee.  Yet  how 
to  do  so  I  know  not,  without  risquing  my 
own  destruction.  Take  counsel  of  thy 
thoughts;  consider  how  thou  canst  best 
avoid  the  coming  storm.  Thou  wilt  not 
surely  betray  the  intelligence  I  have  given 
thee.  I  think  thou  art  above  so  base  a 
deed.'*  In  concluding  these  words  he 
trembled  with  the  apprehension  he  had  dis- 
avowed. But  Alfred  quickly  reassured 
him. 

"  Fear  not,"  generous  friend,"  said  he, 
"  that  my  conduct  will  ever  make  thee  re- 
pentant of  the  confidence  thou  hast  reposed 
in  me.  Here  I  pledge  thee  my  most  solemn 
oath,  that  never  to  Guthrum  or  the  Danes 
will  I  revealwhat  thou  hast  spoken.  Yet  still 
will  the  caution  thou  hast  given  be  useless 
if  thou  dost  not  assist  me  to  escape.  To 
have  incurred  the  suspicion  of  Guthrum, 

is 
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k  it  not  to  have  incurred  his  wrath  ?  And 
hast  thou  ever  known  that  wrath  harmless 
to  its  objects  ?  If  indeed  thou  feele&t  for 
me  the  esteem  which  thou  dost  profess,  now 
manifest  it  by  action.  Suffer  me  to  depart, 
and  be  thou  the  companion  of  my  flight/* 

Waldemar  (so  was  the  Dane  called) 
knew  not  in  what  manner  to  reply.  He 
began  to  utter  words  which  implied  assent; 
he  stopped  before  they  were  half  uttered  : 
he  hesitated,  doubted,  resolved,  and  broke 
his  resolutions  as  often  as  he  formed  ihem. 

.  Alfred  perceived  a  mental  yielding  un- 
der this  appearance  of  uncertainty.  He 
pursued  his  work  ^  enforced  the  request  with 
all  the  energy  and  persuasion  he  was  master 
©f,  and  at  length  totally  overruled  the  re- 
maining scruples  of  Waldemar. 

"  I  am  content,"  said  he,  "  to  promote 
thy  escape  from  the  anger  of  Guthrum,  but 
I  will  not  accompany  thee  ;  for  were  we 

to 
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to  go  together  the  soldiers  might  take  the 
alarm,  and  prevent  our  purpose.  For  me,, 
the  moment  thou  hast  quitted  the  camp,  I 
will  put  in  practice  an  expedient  I  have 
thought  of,  to  avert  the  indignation  of  my 
master.  If  it  succeeds,  I  will  remain.  If 
not,  while  yet  I  can  overtake  thy  steps,  I 
will  follow  thee.  The  signet  of  Guthrum, 
in  this  moment  of  security,  we  can  with 
ease  procure,  and  if  thou  art  questioned  by 
the  centinels^  that  will  assure  thy  unmo- 
lested passage/* 

Alfred  returned  all  the  acknowledg- 
ments for  this  service,  which  his  heart  dic- 
tated and  its  consequence  deserved. 

Pursuant  to  his  natural  generosity  of  sen- 
timent he  again  entreated  the  friendly 
Dane  to  bear  him  company.  But  as  Wal- 
demar,  ignorant  of  his  real  quality,  knew 
not  that  step  would  best  assure  his  safety, 
he  continued  fixed  in  his  former  resolu* 
tion. 

The 
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The  signet  was  now  to  be  procured,  and 
Waldemar  advanced  towards  Guthrumfor 
that  purpose.  He  put  forth  his  hand  to 
seize  it,  but  again  assailed  by  his  fears, 
started,  trembled,  and  drew  back.  Alfred 
waited  not  for  the  renewal  of  bis  courage^ 
but  that  moment  stooped  himself,  and  re- 
solutely took  the  pledge  of  his  safety  from 
the  finger  of  the  now  insensible  chief. 

He  instantly  advanced  to  the  door  of  the 
tent.  Waldemar  stopped  him  for  a  mo- 
ment. He  desired  to  know  where  he  meant 
to  direct  his  course,  that  his  own  might  be 
guided  by  the  knowledge,  if  he  found  flight 
necessary. 

Alfred  hesitated,  but  quickly  resuming 
the  noble  confidence  of  his  character,  in* 
formed  him  of  what  he  asked,  and  then 
pressing  his  hand,  passed  into  the  midst  of 
the  camp,  which  he  found  immersed  in  riot 
and  confusion. 


He 
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He  advanced  without  difficulty  to  the 
posts  of  the  centinels,  and  perceived  that 
the  seizure  of  the  signet  w^as  an  unnecessary- 
precaution.  These  men,  rendered  by  in- 
toxication incapable  of  attending  to  their 
duty,  suffered  him  to  pass  without  opposi- 
tion or  inquiry,  though  the  lateness  of  the 
hour,  night  having  just  then  set  in,  should 
have  givei;!  sufficient  cause  for  both. 

Rapid  now  was  his  pace  ;  in  a  short  time 
he  left  the  camp  at  a  considerable  distance,, 
still  pursuing  the  route  he  had  described  to 
Waldemar. 

The  morning  wanted  but  a  few  hours  of 
appearing  v/hen  he  stopped,  and  concealing 
himself  in  a  thicket  which  skirted  the  way 
where  Waldemar  must  come,  if  he  followed 
his  directions,  determined  to  take  some 
minutes  of  repose.  During  the  three  fore* 
going  nights,  meditation  on  important  pro- 
jects had  prevented  sleep  from  weighing 
down  his  eyelids.      Harassed  nature,  in 

spite 
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spite  of  all  his  efforts,  now  sought  heir 
wonted  relief^  and  he  sunk  into  a  deep 
slumber. 

On  awaking, he  perceived  that  the  rising 
sun  had  begun  to  irradiate  the  hills,  and 
full  of  vexation  at  his  own  imprudence, 
arose  quickly  from  his  incumbent  posture. 
Scarcely  had  he  done  so,  when  he  heard 
the  sound  of  feet  approaching  toward  him, 
and  at  the  same  instant  more  voices  than 
one  struck  his  ear. 

*'  I  am  betrayed,"  said  he  mentally, 
"  Waldemar  has  betrayed  me !  The  traitor 
shall  meet  his  death,  and  the  life  of  Alfred 
shall  be  dearly  won  1"  He  drew  forth  his 
concealed  weapon,  placed  himself  against 
a  tree,  and  awaited  his  enemies  undaunt- 
edly. 

But  no  enemies  appeared.  He  saw 
Waldemar,  and  a  youth  whom  he  knew 
not,  advance  with  timid  and  fearful  steps. 

No 
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No  person  followed  them,  and  his  doubts 
were  at  an  end. 

Waldemar  and  his  companion  perceiv- 
ing him,  uttered  an  united  cry  of  joy. 
"^^  Friend,"  said  the  former,  *'  I  despaired 
of  finding  thee,  and  almost  fancied  that 
thou  hadst  deceived  me.  But  no  time  can 
now  be  wasted  in  vain  congratulation.  Let 
;us  fly.  —  Apprehend  nothing  from  this 
youth:  he  is  of  Saxon  birth,  and  was  a 
captive  to  my  countrymen.  He  can  in- 
form thee,  when  more  at  leisure,  of  his 
rank  and  name  ;  but  now  let  us  fly,  for 
destruction  and  death  pursue  us  I" 

Alfred,  though  he  perceived  that  the 
fears  of  Waldemar  outran  the  occasion, 
liesitated  not  to  do  as  he  desired. 

He  led  on  through  unfrequented  paths, 
and  about  mid-day  they  reached  the  hovel 
of  a  shepherd,  where  having  snatched  a 

hasty 
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hasty  refreshment,  they  again  pursued  their 
route. 

Alfred  now  observed  his  new  companion 
with  more  attention  than  before.  This 
youth  had  a  figure  modelled  by  perfection 
itself;  but  a  ligature,  which  seemed  to  bind 
some  recent  wound,  was  drawn  across  his 
forehead,  and  concealed  half  his  features, 
while  what  could  be  seen  of  his  counte- 
nance had  a  yellow  and  dusky  hue. 

^*  Who  art  thou?'*  cried  Alfred,  after 
having  surveyed  him  some  time,  "  and 
what  has  induced  thee  to  fly  the  camp  of 
Guthrum  r" 

At  this  question,  the  whole  frame  of  the 
person  to  whom  it  was  addressed  shook 
with  excessive  agitation.  He  continued 
ivome  time  in  this  state,  but  at  length  re- 
covering himself  made  a  motion  of  liis 
hand  to  Waldemar,  which  the  Dane  un- 
iderstood,  and  retired  to  some  distance. 

"  I  am 
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*^  I  am  Ethelred,  the  son  of  a  Northum- 
brian Thane/'  said  the  youth,  in  a  low  and 
confused  voice,  as  soon  as  Waldemar  was 
out  of  hearing.  "  I  was  taken  captive  by 
the  Danes. — I  saw  thee  in  the  camp — O 
royal  Alfred — I  saw  and  knew  thee  well  !** 

The  king  started  involuntarily;  there  was 
something  in  the  voice,  though  indistinct 
and  agitated,  that  seemed  not  unusual  to 
his  ear.  And  to  find  that  he  was  disco- 
vered struck  him  with  astonishment. 

"  How  knowest  thou  me  ?"  he  exclaim- 
ed.— I  am  unacquainted  with  the  name  of 
Ethelred,  as  with  his  person.  But  yet  som(p 
recollection  strikes  me  of  thy  accents." 

The  confusion  of  Ethelred  appeared  re- 
doubled by  these  words.  He  paused  a  mo- 
ment, but  soon  replied  in  a  tone  as  low,  but 
more  unmusical  than  before. 

"  I  was  too  young  to  merit  the  attention 
of  Alfred  when  I  first  beheld  him.     But, 

O  king 
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O  king,  I  observed  thee  well ;  nor  when 
thou  didst  appear  in  the  Danish  camp  could 
thy  disguise  conceal  thee  from  my  know> 
ledge.  I  wished,  but  knew  not  how  to 
effect  my  flight  before  I  saw  thee,  for 
much  did  I  endure  from  the  insolence  and 
cruelty  of  my  imperious  masters.  Walde- 
mar  had  given  me  his  friendship. — At  the 
moment  he  meditated  his  owm  escape  he 
thought  of  me ;  freed  my  hands  from  the 
ignominious  fetters  of  bondage,  and  we 
both  fled  tlie  hostile  camp  of  the  barba- 
rians." 

"  Hast  thou  told  Waldemar/*  interro- 
gated Alfred,  "  of  the  discovery  thou 
didst  make?" 

"  No,"  replied  the  youth,  "  though  he 
is  my  friend,  I  would  not  to  his  fidelity 
intrust  a  secret  of  such  importance  to  the 
fate  of  England.  I  have  now,  O  king," 
he  continued,  "  acquainted  thee  who  I 
am,  and  what  has  given  me  to  thy  society. 

vox.  II.  E  Suffer 
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Suffer  me  henceforward  to  be  silent,  I 
Vv^ill  serve,  I  will  attend  thee,  but  my  soul 
is  unfitted  for  conversation.  Never  can  I 
cease  to  think  of  the  ignominious  treat- 
ment I  have  received,  nor  ever  can  my 
spirit  experience  peace  till  I  have  washed 
away  my  disgraces  in  the  blood  of  my  bar- 
barous oppressors. — Till  that  moment  of 
blest  vengeance  arrives  I  have  sworn  never 
to  reveal  the  nature  of  the  wrong  that  I 
resent,  or  to  engage  in  the  delights  of  so- 
cial converse.  Pardon  me  therefore,  most 
wise  and  virtuous  prince,  if  from  this  time 
I  answer  not  thy  inquiries,  or  join  in  thy 
discourse  : — for  such  forbearance  does  my 
vow  exact." 

As  Ethelred  spoke,  his  voice  became 
each  moment  harsher  than  before,  till  at 
length  it  totally  lost  that  resemblance  which 
had  at  first  so  forcibly  stricken  Alfred.  That 
Prince  gave  him  an  assurance  that  he  w^ould 
not  seek  to  prevent  the  performance  of 
his  vows    and  Ethelred,  apparently  well 

satisfied. 
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satisfied,    beckoned  Y/aldemar    to  rejoin 
them. 

Tliey  proceeded  on  their  way  in  silence, 
but  with  encreased  alacrity,  only  stopping 
when  nature  required  necessary  sustenance 
and  repose :  and  in  fine,  reached  the 
forests  which  environed  the  Isle  of  Nobles, 
in  much  the  same  time  that  Alfred  had 
taken  during  his  journey  to  the  Danish 
camp. — They  entered  tliem,  traversed  the 
morasses,  and  the  royal  wanderer  was  soon 
gratified  with  a  sight  of  those  ramparts 
which  his  own  hands  had  assisted  to  con- 
str-uct. 

Ethelbert  espied  him  the  first,  and  flew 
to  meet  him  with  an  expression  of  the  live- 
liest joy.  When  their  mutual  felicitations 
were  over,  the  son  of  Harold  turned  to 
survey  Waldemar  and  the  Northumbrian. 
Of  the  latter  he  had  no  knowledge,  but 
with  the  former  he  was  well  acquainted. 

The  astonishment  of  Waldemar  on  see- 
ing him  in  this  place  was  extreme. — "  O 
E2  son 
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son  of  Harold,"  he  exclaimed^  *^  do  I  see 

thee  here  ?'* 

*'  Yes,  Waldemar,"  returned  Ethelbert^ 
**^thou  seestmehere,  secure  from  the  power 
of  Odin — or  rather   from  the  malice  of 
Oscitel.     Let  this  fact  teach  thee  to  abhor 
and  to  contemn  the  superstitious  errors  in 
which  thou  hast  been  nurtured.     For  say> 
would  Odin  have  suffered  me  to  escape  his 
wrath  if  he  was  so  highly  incensed  by  my 
parents  faults  as  my  enemies  pretended, 
and,  indeedy  endowed  with  the  attributes  of 
divinity  ?   No,  Waldemar,  he  was  a  war- 
rior, but  he  is  not  a  god. — Turn  there- 
fore from  the  dark  delusions  which  have 
liitherto  misled  thee,  and  take  the  clear 
path  of  truth  and  happiness.'* 

Waldemar  inwardly  shuddered  at  hear- 
ing a  discourse,  which  shocked  his  imagina- 
tion without  convincing  his  understanding. 
Yet  was  his  zeal  for  the  cause  of  Odin  Xqss, 
powerful,  than  his  concern  for  personal 

safety. 
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safety.  Not  daring,  therefore,  to  divulge 
his  thoughts  in  a  place  where  his  opponent 
possessed  more  power  than  himself,  he  re- 
mained silent  and  abashed. 

Alfred  penetrated  his  sentiments,  and 
turning  to  Ethelbert,  with  a  smile  of  pity- 
ing benignity,  "  cease,  my  friend,"  said  he, 
''  the  proselyte  gained  by  terror,  is  little 
worthy  of  reception.  And  be  assured, 
that  from  terror  alone  would  iht  lips  of 
Waldemar  now  assent,  w^hiie  his  heart  con- 
tradicted their  testimony.  Conversion  from 
long  received  prejudicesisnot  a  momentary 
w^ork.  For  though  truth  to  be  beloved 
requires  only  to  be  seen,  yet  habitual  and 
darlinsr  errors  which  the  imaorination  has 
long  cherished,  will  cloud  the  understand- 
ing, blunt  all  its  nobler  faculties,  and  take 
from  it  that  quick  perception  of  truth, 
which  produces  instant  conviction.  Be  it 
therefore,  my  dear  Ethelbert,  the  duty  of 
those  who  would  truly  convert,  not  to  con- 
found, but  enlighten  3  not  to  dazzle,  but 
E  3  con- 
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convince.  And  this  will  be  best  efFected 
by  gentle  persuasion,  ynfallacious  argu- 
ment, and  unconquered  perseverance.*' 

Etbelbert  felt  the  kind  reproof  of  his  royal 
friend,  and  blushed  for  having  excited  it. 
With  an  ingenuous  avowal  of  his  fault,  he 
promised  that  his  zeal  should  in  future  be 
tempered  with  discretion. 

This  declaration,  and  the  foregoing 
words  of  Alfred^  banished  the  terrors  of 
Waldemar,  who  no  longer  feared  to  con- 
fess his  mistaken  predilection  for  the  wor- 
ship of  his  fathers. 

The  follow^ers  of  Oddune  now  gathered 
round  Alfred^  and  hailed  his  return,  though 
ignorant  of  the  immediate  motive  of  his 
absence. 

Having  greeted  them  with  his  usual  af- 
fability and  condescension,  he  committed 
the  Northumbrian  and  Waldemar  to  their 

,    care^ 
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care  ;  desiring  them  to  treat  these  persons 
with  every  mark  of  attention  and  respect, 
and  then  retired  with  Ethelbert,  who  pre- 
sented him,  as  soon  as  they  were  alone, 
a  letter  from  the  Earl  of  Devon,  which  in- 
formed him,  that  from  the  succours  which 
he  had  already  gained,  he  doubted  not 
beinsf  able  to  lead  a  considerable  force  to 
the  forest  of  Selwood,  on  the  day  ap- 
pointed. 

This  intelligence  inspired  Alfred  with 
the  most  lively  hope  5  and  at  the  same  time 
furnished  him  with  a  sufficient  reason  for 
avoiding  all  particular  conversation  with 
Ethelbert,  on  a  subject  which  that  youth 
was  equally  anxious  and  equally  fearful  to 
introduce ;  as  the  moments  were  now 
doubly  precious,  and  th:^  urgency  of  the 
time,  which  called  for  speedy  resolve  and 
action,  could  not  be  trirled  away  in  any 
thing  that  concerned  not  the  v/elfare  of 
England.  * 

£  4  ■  Alfred 
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Alfred  therefore,  left  Ethelbert  without 
clearing  his  doubts,  hoping  that  this  averse- 
ness  to  speak  on  the  subject  might  give 
him  an  insight  of  the  truth,  and  conse- 
quently spare  himself  the  disagreeable  ne- 
cessity of  declaring  it. 

His  conduct  had  the  effect  he  expected. 
Ethelbert  perceived  all  the  severity  of  his 
fate. 


*'  It  is  then  past,**  he  cried,  "  and  Alfred 
is  beloved  by  Birtha  !  Harold — Gunilda — 
love  was  the  source  of  your  first  misfor- 
tunes, but  happiness  was  its  result.  Though 
driven  from  society,  though  condemned  to 
solitude,  yet  were  ye  the  whole  universe 
to  each  other,  for  ye  were  blest  in  a  mu- 
tual affection.  Alas !  my  parents,  I  in- 
herit your  misfortunes,  but  I  inherit  not 
your  felicity  — Heart-consuming  sorrow 
and  despair  are  the  lot  of  the  miserable 
Ethelbert.  O  Birtha  1  cruel  and  deceit- 
iul  were  thy  smiles!    Why  didst  thou  not 

repulse 
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repulse  me  ?  Why  didst  thou  not  receive 
my  suit  with  scorn  and  aversion,  for  then 
the  pride  of  my  soul  might  have  acted 
against  the  power  of  thy  charms  ? 

While  Ethelbert  gave  himself  up  to  the 
indulgence  of  these  distressing  emotions, 
Alfred  was  busied  in  advancing  the  noble 
project  he  meditated  to  free  his  country. 

He  summoned  the  followers  of  Oddune 
around  him,  and  addressing  them  in  a  voice 
animated  by  the  occasion ; — 

"  Brave  men,"  said  he,  "  ye  have  well 
preserved  this  last  retreat  of  freedom  by 
your  undaunted  valour;  but  the  hour  will 
soon  arrive;,  when  no  longer  trusting  to  the 
shade  of  night  and  obscurity,  ye  shall  meet 
your  enemies  in  the  face  of  day,  and  openly 
avenge  the  wrongs  of  England  ! — Alfred 
lives." 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  cry  of  wild 

astonishment    and    transport.     *V  ^^^^^ 

Eo  lives  r 
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lives  1"  was  resounded  from  every  niomli  3 
each  grasped  his  companion  by  the  hand^, 
and  each  again  repeated,  *^  Alfred  lives!'* 
while  the  intelligence  gave  them  such  rap- 
ture, that  they  questioned  not  its  credibi- 
iity  for  a  moment. 

Alfred  was  touched  deeply  by  these 
marks  of  sincere  attachment.  It  was  ta 
him  an  instant  of  the  most  exquisite  de- 
light. He  heard  nothing  on  all  sides,  but 
the  sounds — "Alfred  lives  !" — and  to  him-- 
self  he  murmured,  ''the  life  of  Alfred  is 
then  dear  to  his  subjects." 

When  the  first  tumultuous  bursts  of  joy- 
ful surprize  had  subsided^^they  loudly  called 
on  him  to  proceed,  and  tell  them  all. 

"  My  friends,"  he  replied,  ''  what  I 
have  said  is  true — Alfred  lives^,  and  Iives» 
only  to  deliver  England. 

"At  this  moment,  his  thoughts,.his  views 
«nd  his  wishes,  are  directed  solely  to  that 

object 
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object.  Oddune  is  welJ  acquainted  with 
his  existence  and  his  designs.  I  also  am  in 
his  confidence.  I  know  that  in  a  few  days 
he  means  to  appear  in  the  field,  and  nobly 
to  contest  with  the  Danes,  his  crown  and 
the  hberty  of  his  people." 

Again  was  his  discourse  interrupted — 
"  Lead — lead  us  to  assist  our  king,  to  fight 
and  die  in  his  defence,*'  was  the  universal 

cry. 

Alfred,  affected  still  more  strongly  than 
before,  could  with  pleasure  have  strained 
each  faithful  follower  to  his  paternal  breast. 
He  could  not  doubt  the  sincerity  of  their 
words ',  and  the  consciousness  of  meriting 
their  affection  filled  him  with  the  purest 
sensations  of  delight. 

Unable  to  speak,  he  turned  from  them^ 

a  moment,    and    perceived    the    young 

Northumbrian  kneeling  on  the  earth,  his 

hands  lifted  to  heaven,  and  his  counte- 

E6  nance 
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nance  bathed  in  tears:  yet  did  they  not 
seem  the  tears  of  sorrow,  but  melting  sen^ 
sibility. 

He  chanced  to  glance  his  eyes  toward 
Alfred;  he  observed  that  monarch  regard- 
ing him  stedfastly,  and  with  an  air  of  ap- 
parent confusion^  arose  and  retired  to  some 
distance. 

Alfred  pursued  him  with  his  looks. 
''  Some  mystery  is  about  this  youth/'  said 
he  to  himself.  He  advanced  a  few  steps, 
meaning  to  inquire  the  cause  of  his  abrupt 
avoidance  y  but  recollecting  the  promise 
he  had  made,  relinquished  his  purpose  al- 
most as  soon  as  he  had  formed  it. 

He  addressed  his  followers  again.  "  My 
friends/'  said  he,  '*  ye  have  given  proofs 
of  your  loyalty  and  courage,  which  Alfred 
shall  learn  and  acknowledge  with  gratitude 
and  esteem.  That  ye  are  ready  to  brave 
death  in  his  cause,  and  in  the  cause  of  free- 
dom. 
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dom,  your  past  actions,  as  well  as  present 
declarations,  evince.  But  a  new  proof  is 
required  of  your  faithful  attachment." 

"  Name,  name  this  proof!"  was  the 
unanimous  cry,  "  we  are  ready  to  perform 
all  that  thou  commandest." 

Alfred  now  singled  from  amongst  them 
such  persons  as  possessed  the  most  sufficient 
abilities  for  the  service  he  meant  to  employ 
them  in.  While  in  the  Danish  camp  he 
had  learned  that  there  were  some  English 
nobles,  who,  notwithstanding  their  appa- 
rent submission  to  the  authority  of  Guth- 
rum,  had  incurred  his  suspicions.  To 
these  nobles  he  dispatched  the  persons  he 
had  chosen,  with  instructions  to  invite 
them  to  join  his  arms  on  the  appointed  day 
in  the  forest  of  Selwood  : — giving  his  emis- 
saries at  the  same  time  some  secret  tokens, 
which  would  assure  the  persons  to  whom 
they  were  sent  of  the  truth  of  their  com- 
mission. 

His 
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His  orders  were  immediately  obeyed. 
During  the  absence  of  these  messengers  he 
had  sufficient  matter  to  employ  his  thoughts 
and  actions,  in  marshalling  his  remaining 
men,  and  adding  to  their  fortitude  by  new 
and  frequent  exhortations.  Often  was  he 
interrupted  by  enquiries,  how  Alfred  had 
been  concealed  from  the  prying  enmity  of 
the  Danes,  and  during  the  time  of  his  con- 
cealment, what  had  been  his  fate. 

When  they  learned  that  he  had  per- 
formed the  offices  of  a  domestic  to 
one  of  the  lowest  of  his  subjects,  their 
curiosity  gave  place  to  mingled  grief  and 
indignation. 

"  What,"  cried  the  most  ardent  amongst 
them,  "  Alfred — the  great,  the  godlike 
Alfred,  he  who  has  so  often  shed  his  blood 
in  the  defence  of  his  people — he  to  be  re- 
duced to  such  necessity  by  the  pusillahimity 
of  that  very  people  for  w^hom,  he  had  ha- 
zarded his  existence  ! — O  ungrateful,  and 

coward 
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toward  Endand— thou  deservest  not  the 

o 

protection  of  thy  magnanimous  sovereign."" 

The  mysterious  Northumbrian  continued 
still  as  inexplicable  as  ever.  No  persort 
was  more  assiduous  in  the  service  of  Al- 
fred ',  no  person  was  more  attentive  to  his 
commands  5  even  his  looks  were  commands 
to  Ethelred.  But  at  the  least  attempt  to 
develope  his  situation,  or  to  engage  him 
in  discourse,  his  assiduity,  his  scrupulous 
attention  vanished,  and  his  features  became 
impressed  with  an  air  of  the  deepest  con- 
fusion. 

At  such  times  he  retired  immediately 
from  the  presence  of  the  King,  and  his 
companions,  to  an  apartment,  which  at  his 
own  request  had  been  allotted  to  his  use;, 
on  his  arrival  in  the  Isle  of  ^thelingey; 
having  alledged  as  a  motive  for  that  re- 
quest, his  desire  of  indulging  the  melan- 
choly that  possessed  him  undisturbed  by 
intrusion* 

Waldemar 
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Waldemar  mixed  with  the  followers  of 
Alfred  at  all  times,  but  when  the  King 
disclosed  to  them  his  private  designs,  and 
he  would  have  even  then  been  admitted, 
if  the  interests  of  Alfred  were  alone  con- 
cerned ;  but  that  generous  prince,  though 
incapable  of  suspicion  in  aught  that  related 
to  himself,  watched  with  a  jealous  attention 
over  all  things  which  were  conducive  to 
the  deliverance  of  his  subjects,  and  there- 
fore would  not  trust  to  the  chance  fidelity 
of  a  Dane,  a  point  of  such  importance.    . 

Perceiving  that  the  feelings  of  Ethelbert 
became  every  moment  more  afflicting  and 
acute,  he  at  length  determined  to  conquer 
the  reluctance  which  his  delicacy  had  oc- 
casioned, of  introducing  the  subject  of  his 
love.  He  imparted  therefore  to  the  youth, 
in  the  softest  and  most  scathing  terms,  all 
he  knew,  and  the  intelligence  met  with 
such  a  reception  as  he  expected. 

Despair 
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Despair  possessed  the  soul  of  Ethelbert ; 
he  spoke  not ;  he  uttered  no  complaint ; 
but  throwing  himself  prostrate  on  the 
earth,  preserved  the  silence  of  superior 
anguish. 

Alfred,  penetrated  with  compassion, 
raised  him  from  this  posture,  and  pressing 
his  hand,  exclaimed,  "  dear  youth,  must 
I  relinquish  her  who  loves  me  ?'* 

''  No,*'  returned  Ethelbert,  "  thou  de- 
servest  happiness.  But  the  son  of  Harold 
has  no  farther  business  in  life.  The  des- 
tiny of  his  parents  pursues  him.  He  will 
no  longer  seek  to  avoid,  but  meet  it,'* 

The  tone  in  which  he  spoke,  and  the 
expression  of  his  aspect,  conspired  to  dis- 
cover the  gloomy  purpose  he  meditated. 
Alfred  became  sensible  that  no  ordinary 
mode  of  soothing  could  now  calm  the  tu« 
mults  of  his  soul. 

Assuming 
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Assuming  therefore  that  dignity  of  as- 
pect and  energy  of  voice,  with  which  he 
was  wont  to  conquer  the  hearts  of  his 
auditors,  he  exclaimed, — 

"  And  is  the  son  of  Harold  capable  of 
so  unworthy  a  resolution  ?  Can  he  descend 
to  such  abjectness  of  despair  ?  Has  he 
forgotten  the  duties  of  a  son,  and  of  a 
Christian? 

Mistaken  youth,  reflect  for  a  moment : 
think  of  the  hapless  Gunilda.  Is  not  thy 
life  the  only  good  she  now  possesses  ?  And 
owest  thou  not  to  her  care,  her  love,  and 
her  misfortunes,  to  preserve,  not  cast  it 
from  thee  ?  Or  if  this  be  too  weak  to 
move  thee  to  nobler  thoughts,  think,  with 
awe  and  terror  think,  that  the  Eternal  and 
Supreme,  sees  all  thy  actions.  That  he 
has  given  thee  existence,  but  has  not  au- 
thorized thee  to  lift  thy  daring  hand  against 
it  I  And,  that  by  those  laws  w^hich  thou 
meanest  to  insult,  wilt  thou  be  judged. 

Coa« 
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Consider,  whether  to  avoid  any  evil  which 
this  mortal  life  can  bringy  thou  shouldst 
dare  to  rush  into  the  presence  of  offended 
Omnipotence,  uncalled,''^ 

Ethelbert  trembled  j  sham€  and  hortot 
at  once  possessed  him.  He  fell  at  the  feet 
of  Alfred.  "  Cease — O  cease  V  cried. hC;, 
in  a  voice  faultering  and  agitated,  "  t(^ 
shock  my  soul.  I  feel  the  terrors  thou 
dost  speak  of.  Revered  Instructor,  pardon, 
pardon  and  pity  the  wanderings  of  my  tor- 
tured spirit.*' 

"  Pity  thee,  dear  Ethelbert,"  cried  the 
King,  embracing  him,  **  yes,  most  highly 
do  I  pity  thee.  Regard  me  not  as  thy 
rival,  but  as  thy  friend  and  brother :  con- 
quer, if  it  be  possible,  thy  first  affection, 
and  become  indeed  my  brother.  I  have  a 
sister. 5  I  have  already  described  her  to 
thee,  as  young,  beautiful,  and  accomplished , 
If  success  attends  my  arms,  thou  shalt  sec^ 
and  judge  of  her  perfections.  If  thou  canst 

tbeu 
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then  transfer  thy  love  to  Judith,  the  hand 
of  Alfred  shall  bestow  her  on  thee,  pro- 
vided her  heart  refuses  not  to  join  itself 
with  thine/* 

These  words,  while  they  excited  the 
strongest  gratitude  in  the  breast  of  Ethel- 
bert,  were  productive  of  no  other  emotion. 
To  love  again — to  love  any  woman  but 
Birtha,  appeared  an  impossibility :  but  un- 
willing to  hurt  Alfred,  by  a  prompt  refusal 
of  his  offer,  he  suffered  hira  to  know  only 
by  his  silence,  that  the  idea  of  the  proposed 
alliance  inspired  him  with  no  satisfaction. 

Alfred  saw  too  far  into  the  human  heart 
to  urge  him  further,  or  to  be  offended  at 
his  silence.  He  contented  himself  with 
having  preserved  his  young  pupil  from  the 
dire  effects  of  an  unbridled  despair,  and 
left  to  time,  the  best  alleviator  of  human 
afflictions,  to  accomplish  the  change  he 
wished  for. 

£ND   OF    THE    FOURTH   BOOK. 

BOOK 
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"Oj^HILE  these  things  passed  in  the 
island  of  TEthelingey,  the  emissaries 
of  Alfred  fulfilled  the  employment  with 
which  they  had  been  intrusted.  They  re- 
turned in  a  few  days  with  favourable  intel- 
ligence J  and  the  time  which  was  destined 
to  decide  the  fate  of  England^  and  of  its 
monarch,  approached. 

The  same  night  that  his  messengers  re- 
turned he  led  forth  his  faithful  followers 
from  the  Isle  of  Nobles.  Etheibert,  and 
the  young  Northumbrian,  stood  close  be- 
side him.  The  formei*  reckless  of  life, 
looked  forward  with  a  kind  of  gloomy  joy> 
to  the  moment  in  which  he  might  risque 
it  without  a  crime ;  and  Ethelred,  losing 

all 
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all  traces  of  his  wonted  melancholy,  seemed 
animated  by  the  occasion  to  ease  and  plea- 
sure. 

Unfrequented  paths  and  sequestered  re- 
cesses, prevented  this  valiant  band  from 
being  discovered  by  hostile  eyes,  during 
their  auspicious  course. 

They  reached,  at  length,  the  place  of 
their  destination,  and  hailed  the  forest  of 
Selvvood  -with  joyful  cries.  These'  cries 
were  answered  by  the  warriors  who  had 
concealed  themselves  within  its  shades. 

Alfred,  drawing  his  mantle  over  his 
head,  in  such  a  manner  as  to  conceal  his 
countenance,  advanced  to  survey  his  new 
associates.  The  chiefs  were  w^ell  kriown  to 
him.  He  recognized  Cuthred,  and  Ke- 
nulph,  the  two  valiant  brothers  of  Mercia  : 
Offa,  Audun,  Sebert,  Oswald,  Adelard, 
and  Sigebert,  Thanes  of  Wessex  ^  with  se- 
veral 
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veral  other  nobles,    who  with    their  fol- 
lowers made  no  inconsiderable  force. 

Alfred,  as  chief  of  the  newly  arrived 
party,  claimed  their  notice ;  they  knew, 
that  he  and  his  associates  were  the  heroes 
of  ^thelingey,  and  while  that  know- 
ledge attracted  their  respect,  it  increased 
their  impatience  for  the  appearance  of  the 
king,  having  been  instructed  by  the  emis- 
saries of  Alfred,  that  the  chief  of  ^Ethelin- 
gey  was  acquainted  with  all  his  move- 
ments, and  that  this  day  was  to  discover 
him  to  their  expecting  eyes. 

But  Alfred  meant  not  to  reveal  himself, 
'till  the  whole  army  was  assembled,  and 
therefore  instructed  his  followers  to  inform 
them,  that  the  arrival  of  Oddune  should 
gratify  their  wishes. 

The  sonorous  sound  of  brazen  clarions, 
and  the  neighing  of  warlike  steeds,  soon 
announced  the  Earl  of  Devon's  approach. 

The 
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The  suspended  hopes  of  those  who  awaited 
his  arrival,  now  burst  forth  in  murmurs^ 
exclamations,  and  tumultuous  inquiries. 

The  Earl  of  Devon,  having  before  re- 
ceived the  counsel  of  his  royal  master,  de- 
sired the  chiefs  to  assemble  in  an  open 
space,  and  the  inferior  soldiers,  to  range 
themselves  around  their  commanders ; 
mean  time  he  met  his  royal  friend,  and  re- 
ceived his  acknowledgments. 

The  moment  of  discovery  was  now  come 
— Alfred,  Oddune,  Ethelbert,  and  the 
young  Northumbrian,  (who  never  deserted 
the  side  of  Alfred,)  advanced  in  a  mid 
space  between  the  assembled  chiefs. 

A  deathlike  silence  pervaded  the  multi- 
tude. They  saw  none  but  those  whom 
they  had  already  seen,  and  doubt  began  to 
possess  them, 

Alfred 
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Alfred  soon  ended  their  suspense ;  he 
threw  aside  the  mantle,  lifted  the  visor  of 
his  helmet,  and  exclaimed  in  a  loud  voice, 
''  Behold  him,  v^diom  you  have  sought  !'* 

The  chiefs  eyed  him  with  astonishment, 
and  joy.  They  recognized  their  long  lost, 
their  beloved,  their  heroic  sovereign. 

'^  It  is  he,  himself  I  It  is  Alfred  !  our 
king,  our  avenger !"  exclaimed  they  with 
one  voice.  Instantly  were  the  sounds  re- 
echoed through  the  ranks.  An  universal 
l^iii'st  of  wild  delight  ascended  to  the  hea- 
vens. Fearless,  unaw*d  by  command  or 
restraint,  they  pushed  each  other,  they 
thronged  forward,  eager  to  satiate  their 
eyes  with  the  sight  of  their  beloved  sove- 
reign ;  those  who  could  reach  him,  fell  at 
his  feet,  pressed  his  knees,  kissed  his  gar- 
ments, while  tears  of  exquisite  delight, 
bathed  their  war-worn  cheeks  -,  and  ever 
and  anon,  the  exclamations  of  "  Alfred 
lives!  we  see  him  I  we  hear  him!  he  lives, 

VOL.  II.  F  and 
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and   will   avenge    us !"     were  heard   all 
around. 


The  feelings  of  that  moment  surpassed 
€ven  those  he  had  experienced  in  the  isle 
of  iEthelingey ; — and  could  man  be  said 
to  taste  perfect  happiness,  Alfred  then  en- 
joyed it. 

*'  Yes,  my  faithful  friends!'*  he  exclaim- 
ed, while  his  glistening  eyes  bore  testimony 
to  his  emotions.  '*  Yes,  to  avenge  your 
wrongs,  to  give  you  security  and  peace, 
does  Alfred  live  !  And,  O  thou  supreme 
and  ALL-POWERFUL,  when  his  mind 
ceases  to  be  directed  by  such  view^s,  do 
thou  end,  in  that  shameful  moment,  his 
existence." 

*'  Sacred  be  the  existence  of  Alfred.'* 
cried  a  veteran,  who  was  at  that  instant 
pressing  his  knees,  "  for  never  can  it  be 
degraded  by  unworthy  views !  Sacred  may 
it  be  and  highly  favoured,  *till  covered 
with  years  and  honours,  heaven  shall  trans- 
late 
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late  him  to  a  being,  more  suited  to  the 
purity  of  his  soul  !'*   - 

'^  Hear.  God  of  peace  and  love,  hear 
ihis  wish,  and  accomplish  it,'*  exclaimed 
the  chiefs  and  soldiers  who  were  within 
hearing.  "  Cease,  oh  cease,  rny  friends, 
my  children  !'*  cried  Alfred,  panting  and 
breath lessjwith  excessive  emotion,  "Cease, 
my  soul  cannot  support  the  feHcity  with 
which  ye  oppress  it." 

They  drew  ofF  to  a  respectful  distance, 
but  their  eyes  never  deserted  him.  They 
gazed  as  if  some  wondrous,  portent  stood 
before  them,  yet  did  no  portentous  terrors 
assail  them,  for  affection,  joy,  and  grati- 
tude, filled  their  thoughts,  and  animated 
their  looks  and  gestures. 

^*  He  is  not  altered,'*  cried  the  chiefs  to 
each  others  "  the  same  benignity  is  in  his 
countenance,  the  same  grace  in  his  deport- 
ment.    Youth  in  him,  is  more  worthy  of 
F  2  vene- 
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veneration,  than  age  in  others.  See  how 
his  heart  melts  with  affection  !  how  soft, 
how  tender,  that  aspect  to  his  subjects, 
which  was  wont  to  strike  terror  into  the 
foes  of  his  country.  But  is  he  not  Alfred  ? 
The  son,  the  brother,  and  the  successor, 
of  our  kings!  The  first  of  heroes,  the  de- 
light of  mankind,  and  the  blessing  of  his 
people!" 

Alfred  now  advanced  to  give  those  who 
had  not  been  able  to  approach  his  person, 
the  gratification  of  beholding  him.  No 
sooner  was  his  intention  known,  than  the 
tumult  subsided,  and  order  again  took 
place. 

He  passed  through  the  ranks,  saluting 
those  he  had  formerly  known  by  name,  and 
giving  to  the  rest  the  endearing  and  ho- 
nourable title  of  friends  and  brethren.  His 
affable  and  affectionate  deportment  w^on 
every  heart,  and  Inspired  all  with  a  more 
eager  desire  of  signalizing  themselves  in 

his 
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his  service.  Not  one  coward,  or  despond- 
ing spirit  was  to  be  found  in  the  army  of 
Alfred ;  even  the  newly  entered  soldiers^ 
vied  with  the  hardy  veterans,  in  impatience 
for  the  glorious  opportunity  of  fighting 
under  the  eye  of  their  king,  in  his  defence, 
and  for  the  liberties  of  England.  They 
saw  that  his  own  interest  was  nothing  to 
him,  in  comparison  with  theirs,  and  the 
conviction  of  this  inspiring  the  most  lively 
gratitude,  raised  them  to  the  utm.ost  height 
of  valorous  exertion. 

Affected  by  the  scenes  which  passed  be- 
fore them,  Oddune  and  Ethelbert,  acted 
too  as  if  they  had  not  been  sooner  ac- 
quainted with  the  important  disclosure  i 
but  the  emotions  of  the  young  Northum- 
brian surpassed  theirs,  and  all  others,  and 
so  visible,  and  so  violent  were  they,  that 
they  could  not  have  avoided  attrac ting- 
observation,  had  not  all  eyes  been  en- 
gaged in  watching  the  countenance  of  Al- 
fred. 

F3  That 
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That  prince  now  sought  Oddune,  and 
bade  him  name  the  chiefs  who  had  joined 
his  arms.  The  Earl  of  Devon  summoned 
them  around  him,  and  presented  them  to 
the  king. 

Osric,  Egbert,  Adelwalch,  Ah'ic,  Ai- 
fere,  and  Edwy,  nobles  of  note,  and  in 
times  of  prosperity  of  power,  were  perso- 
nally known  to  him  ^  but  the  last  who  ad- 
vanced he  had  not  the  same  knowledge  of. 
His  curiosity  was  quickly  gratified. 

''  This,"  said  the  Earl  of  Devon,  ''  is 
the  brave  Siward  of  Westmoreland,  who 
though  but  yet  arrived  at  the  first  dawn  of 
manhood,  has  already  signalized  himself 
against  the  barbarous  invaders." 

Alfred  started  ;    the  sound  was  familiar 
to  him.  He  mused  a  moment,  and  the  cot- 
tage of  Adelfrid  rushed  upon  his  memory. 
He  surveyed  him  again,  and  saw  him  pos- 
sessed 
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sessed  of  all  the   fire,  grace,  and  activity 
of  youth. 

"Alas/'  sighed  Alfred  to  himself,  "  that 
so  fair  a  form,  should  cover  so  depraved  a 
spirit."     His  soul  revolted  at  the  thought 
of  such  an  associate,  in  the  cause  of  liberty, 
and  honour.     Instead  of  greeting  Siward 
as  he  had  done  the  others,  he  looked  coldly 
at  him  for  a  few  moments,  then  motioning 
him  w^ith  his  hand  to  follow,  passed  be- 
tween the  ranks,  and  going  to  a  spot  where 
he  could  not  be  overheard,  waited  'till  the 
young  chief  came  up. 

*^  Say,"  cried  he,  with  an  unusual  stern- 
ness of  aspect,  "  canst  thou  presume  to  en- 
ter the  lists  of  honour,  while  thy  soul  is 
contaminated  with  the  foul  stain  of  trea- 
chery ?"  Siward  regarded  him  with  asto- 
nishment, but  conscious,  that  he  merited 
reprehension,  his  astonishment  was  mixed 
with  consternation. 

F4  He 
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He  answered  not,  and  the  king  conti- 
nued in  a  tone  of  yet  greater  severity, — 
"  Hospitably  was  thou  treated  in  the  cot- 
tage of  Adelfrid,  but  how  didst  thou  re- 
quite thy  entertainer  ?  By  depriving  him  of 
the  only  treasure  with  which  heaven  had 
blest  him.'* 

The  young  noble,  penetrated  with  shame 
and  remorse,  fell  at  his  feet.  "  Thou 
knowest  all,  royal  Alfred,"  he  cried,  *'  and 
conscious  of  deserving  thy  anger,  I  bow 
my  head  to  thy  reproofs.  But,  O  dread 
sovereign,  pardon  the  errors  of  a  youthful 
heart, — I  loved  Adelfrida.'* 

*'  And  couldst  thou  not  prove  thy  love," 
returned  Alfred,  "  but  by  dishonouring 
her,  and  overwhelming  a  virtuous  family 
with  affliction  ?" 

"  My  pride,"  replied  Siward,  would  not 
suffer  the  thoughts  ofso  ignoble  an  alliance." 
"  Mistaken  young  man,"  exclaimed  Al- 
fred, 
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fred^  "  where  was  thy  pride,  when  thou 
didst  condescend  to  practise  treachery  ?  to 
deceive  a  weak  old  man,  who  confided  in 
thy  honour,  and  to  whom  the  strongest  ties 
of  gratitude  should  have  bound  thee  ? 
When  thou  didst  bereave  him  of  the  only 
remaining  comfort  of  his  age  ?  When  thou 
didst  abuse  the  unsuspecting  simplicity  of 
virgin  innocence,  and  basely  could st  con- 
sign to  shame,  remorse,  and  infamy,  her 
who  loved,  and  trusted  in  thee?" 

"  Qking,"  cried  the  young  noble,  "  thy 
words,  are  as  daggers  to  my  heart.  I  see, 
I  feel  the  horrors  of  my  offence.  Yet 
have  I  the  consolation  of  not  being  guilty 
in  all  thou  lay  est  to  my  charge.  The  purity 
of  Adelfrida  is  still  undefiled,  as  that  of 
angels.** 

"  What  sayst  thou  .?'*  cried  the  king  with 
vivacity,  "  can  thy  words  be  true?" 

F  5  ''  They 
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^^  They  are/'  replied  the  youth  -,  "  as  I 
would  answer  Heaven  itself,  do  I  answer 
thee.'' 

"  Then/^  replied  Alfred,  in  a  tone  of 
satisfaction,  ^^  thou  canst  yet  make  repara- 
tion for  the  wrongs  thou  hast  committed. 
Send  back  the  maiden  to  her  aged  sire  : 
thou  will  fill  his  heart  with  joy  and  grati- 
tude, and  feel  in  thy  own  a  content,  which 
IS  unknown  to  vice,  however  successful." 

Siward  appeared  thunderstruck  at  this 
demand.  He  folded  his  arms,  and  hung 
his  head  upon  his  breast,  with  all  the  tokens 
of  excessive  anguish.  The  king  again  re- 
peated it,  and  he  started  up  in  the  wild- 
ness  of  despair, 

*^  No,"  exclaimed  he  vehemently,  "  ne, 
I  will  sooner  die,  than  relinquish  Adel* 
frida  !  Her  whom  I  love  with  such  excess 
of  passion,  to  have  her  torn  from  me !   No,, 

mv 
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my  sovereigr), — no,  I  must  risque  even  thy 
displeasure,  to  retain  her !" 

"  Go  then,"  cried  Alfred,  Vv^hile  his  as- 
pect  shone  with  severe  dignity — *^  go  lead 
thy  followers  from  hence.  The  cause  of 
Alfred  shall  not  be  joined  with  thine. — - 
Go  ! — to  the  Danes  bear  thy  assistance. 
Amongst  the  sons  of  rapacity  and  violence, 
thy  crime  may  not  appear  of  so  black  a 
dye.  Perhaps  they  will  secure  thee  the 
possession  of  Adelfrida :  a  possession  which 
thou  valuest  above  honour,  gratitude,  vir- 
tue, and  thy  country.'' 

These  words  produced  an  instantaneous 
change  in  the  sentiments  of  Si  ward.  Na- 
turally generous,  and  noble-minded,  tho* 
biassed  from  his  wonted  course  by  the  vio- 
lence of  his  passions,  he  could  not  without 
horror  and  confusion  hear  a  discourse  so 
humiliating. 

Alfred  had  retired  a  few  steps ;  he  fol- 
lowed, caught  his  garment,  and  knelt  be- 
F  6  .  fore 
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fore  him.  Alfred  would  have  forced  him- 
self  away,  with  an  air  of  marked  displea- 
sure and  disdain. 

"  Quit  me  not,,  offended  sovereign,'' — 
cried  the  young  noble,  "  till  thou  hast  wit- 
nessed my  true  repentance.  I  will  send 
back  Adelfrida— I  will  relinquish  the  first,, 
and  dearest  hope  of  my  soul,  to  render  my- 
self worthy  of  fighting  for  thee,  and  for  my 
country." 

All  the  sternness  of  Alfred's  deportment 
vanished.  He  bade  him  rise,  and  graci- 
ously taking  his  hand  :: — 

"  Thou,'*  cried  he,  "  hast  gained  a  vic- 
tory, more  arduous  than  that  I  hope  for. 
Thou  hast  conquered  thyself  Fierce  was 
the  contest,  but  quickly  terminated.  Noble 
young  man,  instead  of  exciting  the  displea- 
sure of  thy  king,  thou  now  meritest  his 
praise  j  and  even  in  the  presence  of  the  as- 
sembled warriors  will  he  give  it  thee. — Go 
4  on 
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on  in  the  course  thou  hast  begun,  teach 
others  to  emulate  thy  example,  that  Alfred 
may  boast  not  only  the  valour,  but  the  vir- 
tue of  his  subjects." 

An  encomium  so  flattering,  from  lips  so 
highly  respected,  animated  Siward  to  strug- 
gle with  the  pangs  of  disappointment, 
which  even  at  the  moment  of  his  compli- 
ance gave  him  the  severest  tortures. 

He  kissed  the  hand  of  the  monarch, 
which  was  extended  for  that  purpose,  and 
rising  exclaimed,  ^^  To  merit  the  esteem 
of  my  sovereign,  shall  be  my  future  study, 
and  I  will  hasten  to  insure  it,  by  instant 
obedience  to  his  will/' 

A  smile  of  gracious  benignity  adorned 
the  countenance  of  Alfred,  and  leading 
him  to  where  the  chiefs  were  assembled, 
he  adda:essed  them  in  these  words :. 


To 
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"  To  the  friendship  of  OcMune^  have  I 
long  owed  many  benefits.  This  day  he  has 
conferred  a  new  one,  in  presenting  me  with 
Siward^  for  in  this  noble  minded  youth  I 
have  discovered  principles,  which  add  new 
lustre  to  his  birth  and  valour.  Regard  him 
therefore,  my  gallant  friends,  as  I  regard 
him,  and  fear  not  to  be  too  lavish  of  your 
esteem,  since  his  sovereign  is  surety  for 
his  virtue." 

This  fervent  approbation,  from  a  person 
whose  own  character  was  the  model  of  what 
he  praised,  was  so  exalted  a  distinction, 
that  it  repaid  to  Siward  in  that  moment  the 
loss  of  Adelfrida.     With  an  aspect  of  satis* 
faction  and  delight,  he  made  a  low  obei- 
sance to  his  royal  master,  and  quickly  with- 
drawing,   called   forth   two  of  his  most 
chosen  followers,whom  he  commanded  to 
quit  the  army  on  the  instant,  and  bear 
Adelfrida  to  the  dwelling  of  her  grand- 
sire,    from   the   retreat  in  which  he*  had 
placed  her, 

Alfred 
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Alfred  now  numbered  his  forces,  and 
marshalled  them  in  proper  array  -,  the 
principal  command  next  himself,  he  con- 
ferred on  Oddune,  and  to  the  remainder 
of  his  chiefs  he  assigned  such  posts,  as  his 
consummate  prudence,  and  knowledge  of 
the  military  art,  best  directed. 

The  young  Northumbrian,  and  Ethel- 
bert,  disputed  the  honour  of  standing  next 
his  person,  and  sharing  in  his  defence. — 
Alfred,  alike  grateful  to  both,  terminated 
the  contest  by  placing  each  beside  him. 

The  army  was  now  in  order  for  march- 
ing, and  the  soldiers  panted  with  impa- 
tience to  seek  the  enemy.  Alfred  would 
not  suffer  their  ardour  to  evaporate.  He 
mounted  a  warlike  charger,  who  seeming 
conscious  of  his  royal  burden,  proudly 
pawed  the  earth,  champed  his  curb,  and 
tossed  his  flowing  mane  with  an  air  of  de- 
fiance, as  if  he  partook  the  spirit  of  his 
master. 

To 
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To  the  eyes  of  his  admiring  troops,  Al- 
fred appeared  at  that  moment  to  be  in- 
formed with  divinity  itself.  An  happy  con- 
fidence of  success  animated  his  features  to 
an  expression  something  more  than  mortal. 
That  countenance  which  was  wont  to  be 
the  seat  of  mildness  and  benignity,  now 
appeared  daring,  resolute,  undaunted,  full 
of  noble  fire.  The  plumes  of  his  shining 
helmet  nodded  destruction,  and  his  wav- 
ing falchion  portended  death,  and  ven- 
geance. 

He  extended  his  hand,  he  raised  his 
voice  aloud,  '*  My  friends,'*  he  cried,  "  I 
exhort  you  not  to  evince  your  attachment, 
or  to  prove  your  valour :  for  I  know  ye 
will  demonstrate  both.  Ye  love  your  king, 
ye  are  indignant  of  your  country's  wrongs : 
ye  are  eager  for  liberty  and  vengeance. 
The  OMNIPOTENT  has  now  given  us  the 
opportunity  of  acquiring  them.  Come  on, 
follow  me  3  for  victory,  for  freedom,  for 
never  ending  fame  1" 

He 
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He  was  answered  by  a  loud  and  ani- 
mated cry,  "  Lead  on,  friend  i  sovereign  I 
father !  to  death,  even  to  death,  will  we 
follow  thee !" 

Alfred  instantly  dismounted.  He  placed 
himself  at  the  head  of  the  infantry,  and 
marched  forward  with  vigorous  steps. 
These  men  still  more  than  ever  inspirited  by 
his  gallant  example,  felt  themselves  endued 
with  unusual  strength  and  activity.  The 
.horses  of  the  cavalry  neighed  shrill  and 
cheerful.  Heaven  itself  appeared  to  smile 
on  their  enterprize.  An  universal  calm 
pervaded  the  face  of  nature  3  the  sun  shone 
with  unusual  splendour,  and  the  heat  of  its 
beams  were  tempered  by  the  soft  breath- 
ing of  the  vernal  breeze.  In  a  few  mi- 
nutes the  loud  clamours  of  exultation  gave 
place  to  the  stillness  of  silence  :  no  sound 
was  heard,  but  the  rapid  steps  of  men,  and 
the  clattering  of  horses  hoofs.  Yet  this- 
stillness  was  not  caused  by  apprehension  5 

dreadless 
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dreadless  and  full  of  hope  the  soldiers  of 
Alfred  marched  en. 

At  length  the  Danish  camp  appeared  in 
view:  it  v/as  the  goal  of  their  desires. 
Loud  shouts  burst  from  their  exulting  lips  : 
tumultuous  clamours  rent  the  air. 

The  Danes  v/ere  alarmed  ;  they  rushed 
to  their  ramparts,  and  perceived  through 
voluminousclouds  of  dust,  which  ascended 
to  the  skies,  the  glittering  of  spears  and 
helmets.  Consternation  filled  their  hearts. 
Part  cried  aloud  to  arms,  and  part  to  speedy 
flight,  while  each,  governed  by  wild  con- 
fusion, obstructed  the  purpose  of  the 
other. 

Quick  intcl^gence  of  this  alarm  was 
borne  to  Guthrum.  The  haughty  chief 
appeared  4  he  sternly  reprehended  the  wild 
disorderof  his  men,  and  commanded  tliem 
to  fjrm  speedily  in  array  of  battle ;  in  the 

mean 
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mean  time  dispatching  scouts  to  learn  the 
situation  of  his  enemies,  and  the  name  of 
their  leader. 

Those  scouts  returned  impressed  with 
new  consternation.  *'  Alfred  leads  the 
English  !"  they  cried  ^  *'  Alfred,  whom  we 
thought  no  more! — His  name  resounds 
through  the  foe. — We  saw  his  well  known 
casque  :  —  w^hite  and  fiow^ing  were  its 
plumes." 

Those  tidings  redoubled  the  terror  and 
confusion  of  the  Danes ;  the  more  pressing 
the  danger,  the  less  they  studied  to  avert  it. 
But  diiterent  were  the  effects  on  Guthrum  -, 
his  pride  and  ferocity  appeared  augmented. 

"  Abject  cowards !"  he  cried,  "  do  ye 
fear  the  name  of  Alfred? — While  Guth- 
rum, he  who  has  so  often  led  you  to  victory, 
is  still  at  your  head?  Go,  mean  soul'd 
wretches,  go  crouch  at  the  feet  of  those 
who  once  trembled  at  your  sight. — Go, 

submit 
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submit  to  Alfred.  Become  the  slaves  of 
him  whom  ye  have  driven  from  his  throne  ; 
whom  ye  have  forced  to  become  a  fugitive 
in  his  own  dominions.  Forget  your  former 
deeds,  and  salute  your  masters  with  abject 
supplications.  For  me — I  will  die  as  I 
have  lived — a  scourge  to  my  enemies,  an 
hero,  and  a  prince  1" 

This  severe  exhortation  revived. a  tem- 
porary spirit,  mixed  with  indignation,  in 
the  Danes. — They  flew  to  arms,  formed 
themselves  into  a  firm  battalion,  and  issued 
from  the  camp,  led  by  the  brave  and  fero- 
cious Guthrum,  and  his  brothers. 

Alfred  had  already  attacked  the  camp,  in 
those  places,  which  from  former  observa- 
tion, he  knew  to  be  most  defenceress.  The 
sally  of  the  Danes  brought  on  a  rude  and 
fierce  encounter ;  Alfred  moved  off  his 
forces  into  a  more  open  space,  and  a  set 
battle  commenced  with  the  utmost  fury. 

Ruthless 
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Ruthless  destruction  was  let  loose — mild- 
eyed  pity  fled.  Here  were  heard  the  in- 
sulting taunts  of  the  victor,  there  the  groans 
of  the  dying.  Loud  and  horrid  was  the 
din.  Spears  and  shields  clashed  with  dire 
encounter,  and  blood  following  every  blow, 
dyed  the  earth  with  crimson. 

Piercing  "through  the  throng  of  raging 
warriors,  the  furious  Oscitel  having  espied 
Ethelbert,  darted  towards  him. 

*'  Base  traitor,'*  he  exclaimed,  "  darest 
thou  meet  thy  insulted  countrymen  ?  Re- 
ceive the  reward  of  thy  perfidy  from  my 
hand,  and  bend  to  the  god  who  pursues 
thee  !'* 

In  saying  this,  he  rushed  upon  him, 
aiming  his  spear  at  a  vital  part.  Ethelbert 
nimbly  avoided  the  stroke,  and  lifting  his 
well  tried  falchion,  it  descended  on  the 
shoulder  of  Oscitel,  pierced  through  his 

armour. 
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armour^  and  inflicted  a  deep,  though  not 
mortal  wound. 


The  raging  chief,  mad  with  the  pain, 
again  flew  upon  him  with  redoubled  fury. 
His  spear  glanced  along  the  side  of  Ethel- 
bert,  which  it  slightly  grazed.  That  youth 
again  waved  his  sword,  and  the  sharp  pointy 
pregnant  with  death,  entered  the  bosora  of 
Oscitel.  Fatal  was  the  wound  ;  gloomy 
mists  swam  before  his  closing  eyes.  He 
fell,  and  his  haughty  soul  for  ever  fled. 

Amund  seeing  the  fate  of  his  brother, 
flew  forward  to  avenge  him.  Some  of  the 
Danish  chiefs  beheld  it  also,  and  surround- 
ed Ethelbert,  he  appeared  threatened  wath 
inevitable  death.  The  brave  Siward,  and 
the  noble  Edwy,  hastened  to  his  succour ; 
and  the  fortune  of  the  encounter  changed. 
Amund  fell  beneath  the  sword  of  the  chief 
of  Westmoreland.  Gorgo,  an  illustrious 
Dane,  felt  the  steel  of  Edwy.     Ethelbert 

was 
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was  rescued,  and  the  three  warriors  now 
united,  rushed  on  their  foes  with  redoubled 
vigour. 

Meanwhile,  Guthrum  eagerly  sought 
Alfred  through  the  field.  At  length  he 
espied  the  nodding  plume  of  that  monarchy 
and  advancing  towards  him  with  haughty 
strides,  "  I  come,"  he  cried,  '^  to  contest 
for  life  and  empire! — Tremble  at  my  ap~ 
proach.-^I  am  Guthrum  —  he  who  has 
chaced  thee  from  thy  throne  !  He  raised 
his  sword ;  he  pointed  it  at  the  monarch's 
heart.  The  young  Northumbrian,  who 
fought  close  by  Alfred's  side,  saw  the  me- 
ditated blow,  uttered  a  loud  cry,  and 
throwing  himself  before  the  king,  received 
the  blow  on  his  shield. 

*^  Boy,"  cried  the  haughty  chief, "  think- 
est  thou  to  oppose  the  force  of  Guthrum  ?" 
In  speaking  thus,  he  seized  the  shield  of 
Ethelred   with    one    hand^    while    with 

the 
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the  other  he  aimed  his  sword  at  the  breast 
of  the  defenceless  youth. 

Alfred  then  spied  the  danger  of  the 
Northumbrian.  His  eyes  gleamed  with  the 
fire  of  indignation  -,  he  started  forward,  and 
striking  Guthrum  on  the  head  with  his 
weighty  falchion,  forced  him  to  forego  his 
intended  victim,  and  cope  with  equal  force. 
The  proud  chief,  though  not  wounded^ 
was  staggered  by  the  blow ;  he  retreated 
a  few  steps,  confused,  and  for  a  moment 
dismayed. 

Thus  the  fierce  tiger,  prowling  in  the 
sandy  wilds  of  Afric,  sees  at  some  distance 
a  camel  grazing  on  its  thistly  meal.  He 
exults  at  the  sight;  already  has  he  in  ima- 
gination devoured  his  prey.  He  bounds 
forward,  the  timid  animal  is  griped  by  his 
savage  talons.  At  that  moment  the  lordly 
lion  appears.  At  once  majestic  and  in- 
dignant^ he  rushes  on  the  ferocious  beast; 

the 
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the  wide  desert  re-echoes  with  his  terrible 
roar;  his  eye-balls  glare  with  livid  and 
portentous  fire. 

Guthrum  recovered  himself.  He  met 
the  attack  of  Alfred.  Long  was  the  contest 
doubtful.  The  combatants  appeared  en- 
dued with  more  than  mortal  force.  Those 
who  were  fighting  near,  forgot  their  own 
employment.  Impressed  with  admiration, 
and  labouring  with  suspense,  they  stopped, 
as  if  by  one  consent,  and  turned  the  points 
of  their  weapons  to  the  earth. 

The  enormous  stature  of  Guthrum,  the 
wonderous  powers  of  his  strength,  whilst 
they  inspired  the  Danes  with  the  most 
lively  hopes,  filled  the  English  with  fear. 
But  the  superior  prudence  of  Alfred,  his 
activity,  and  generous  valour,  (alike  un- 
tainted with  rage  or  cruelty)  soon  rendered 
the  hopes  as  fruitless,  as  the  fears  wxre  un- 
necessary, 

VOL.  II.  G  Guthrum 


122  THE  SON  OF  ETHELWOLF. 

Guthrum  at  length,  after  finding  his  un- 
common strength  no  match  for  the  activity 
of  Alfred,  was  on  the  point  of  being  ex- 
hausted, when  the  Danish  chiefs,  trembling 
for  his  life,  broke  in,  surrounded  him,  and 
bore  him  from  the  reach  of  his  dreaded 
antagonist. 

The  English,  animated  afresh  by  this 
new  token  of  success,  exerted  themselves 
with  redoubled  valour.  The  bright  ex- 
ample of  their  godlike  chief  urged  them 
on.  Like  the  quick  bolt  of  heaven,  he 
darted  through  the  ranks  -,  aroused,  ex- 
horted, impelled  them  on  their  enemies, 
while  his  destroying  sword  marked  the 
path  they  were  to  follow. 

As  a  flock  of  timorous  fowl,  trembling:, 
seek  to  avoid  the  destructive  talons  of  a 
bird  of  prey  which  hovers  o'er  them,  so 
did  the  Danes  with  equal  dread  and  hor- 
ror,  behold  the  impetuous   approach  of 

Alfred, 


THE  SON  OF  ETHELWOLF.  12S 

Alfred,  and  with  equal  pusillanimity  did 
they  fly  before  the  terrors  of  his  arm. 

Fritigern,  a  valiant  chief,  ashamed  of 
die  degeneracy  which  his  countrymen  dis- 
played, and  finding  his  efforts  vain  to  stop 
their  flight,  turned,  and  faced  the  monarch. 
Hapless  warrior,  and  vainly  virtuous  !  In 
the  moment  thou  didst  meditate  a  mortal 
blow,  thy  own  fate  was  decided ;  that  arm 
felled  thee  to  the  earth,  which  thou  hadst 
braved.  Never  shalt  thou  revisit  thy  na- 
tive shore :  never  more  embrace  thy  ex- 
pecting consort.  Where  now  is  thy  pro- 
mise to  deck  her  in  the  spoils  of  English 
dames? — Fond  man,  thy  dreams  of  victory 
are  past,  and  all  of  England  which  thou 
shalt  inherit,  is  the  spot  which  thy  vital 
gore  distains  i 

Rollo,  kinsman  to  the  lifeless  chief,  be- 
held his  fate,  and  flev^  to  revenge  it.  Rash 
youth,  could  his  force  avail,  where  that  of 
Fritigern  failed  ?     The  shades  of  eternal 
G  2  night 
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night  enveloped  him  j  he  fell  on  the  body 
of  his  kinsman.  Friendly  pair,  as  in  life, 
SO  in  death  were  ye  united. 

Now  did  undistinguished  carnage  thin 
the  field.  Slippery  were  the  footsteps  of 
the  warriors.  Difficult  did  they  tread  o'er 
heaps  of  slain,  and  streams  of  slimy  gore. 

The  white  plume  of  Alfred  marked  the 
progress  of  desolation,  and  the  dispirited 
Danes  imagined  they  saw  grisley  Death  sit 
frowning  on  his  helmet.  Panic  terrors  pos- 
sessed them  J  like  a  fearful  herd  of  deer, 
who  hear  the  hunters  cry,  they  fled  before 
the  hero,  meaning  to  take  refuge  in  their 
camp;  but  Oddune  had  already  possessed 
himself  of  it,  and  blocked  up  all  the 
avenues. 

The  haughty  soul  of  Guthrum  was  at 
length  obliged  to  bend :  impressed  by  the 
consternation  which  he  beheld  around  him, 
lie  received  a  tincture  of  the  fear  which 

swayed 
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swayed  his  followers.  Seeing  no  alterna- 
tive but  speedy  flight  to  avoid  the  power 
of  the  victor,  he  urged  his  remaining 
soldiers  on,  till  they  reached  a  fortified 
place  which  was  garrisoned  by  their  own 
countrymen. 

Mean  time,  the  English  ran  eagerly  to 
plunder  the  Danish  camp.  Alfred  per- 
ceived their  purpose.  He  raised  his  voice, 
and  summoning  the  chiefs  around  him, 
issued  instant  commands  for  the  establish- 
ment of  order.  Such  was  the  power  he 
maintained  over  the  hearts  of  his  subjects, 
that  even  in  the  height  of  that  licentious 
spirit  that  waits  on  ruthless  war,  they  obey- 
ed, flew  to  their  respective  ranks,  and  wait- 
ed in  fixed  silence  his  further  pleasure. 

Alfred  stood  on  an  elevated  spot  of 
ground,  for  the  purpose  of  being  better 
seen  and  heard. 

"  My  friends,"  he  cried,  "  fight  we  for 
freedom,  or  for  spoil  ?" 

G  3  The 
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The  soldiers,  abashed  by  the  question^ 
hung  their  heads,  and  continued  silent. 

Their  gallant  sovereign  hastened  to  re- 
assure them.  "  Mistake  me  not,  brave 
men,"  he  resumed,  *'  I  mean  not  to  re- 
proach you.  I]],  indeed,  would  reproach 
beseem  the  lips  of  Alfred  on  this  glorious 
day;  whose  remembrance  Fame  shall  trans- 
mit to  future  ages,  and  teach  Englishmen 
yet  unborn,  to  laud  and  thank  the  faithful 
asserters  of  freedom,  defenders  of  their 
country,  and  their  king! 

"  No,  my  friends,  not  to  reproach,  but 
direct  you,  is  the  purpose  of  Alfred.  The 
Danes  fly;  let  us  follow,  and  not  waste  the 
precious  moments  which  heaven  presents, 
in  attempting  to  secure  that  wealth,  which 
must  be  ours,  if  we  render  our  good  fortune 
permanent  by  seizing  the  present  happy 
opportunity." 

Scarcely  had  he  finished,  when  the  sol- 
diers unanimously  cried  to  lead  them  on. 

Alfred 
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Alfred  gratified  by  having  gained  a  point 
of  such  importance,  would  have  instantly 
complied  v^ith  their  request,  but  that  his 
wisdom  taught  him  their  bodies,  after  such 
long  toil,  could  not  be  as  vigorous  as  their 
minds.  He  therefore  ordered  provisions 
from  the  camp,  and  while  they  snatched 
an  hasty  refreshment,  inquired  into  the  loss 
he  had  sustained. 

Osric  and  AdelwalcK  were  the  only  per- 
sons of  note  who  had  fallen,  and  of  those 
of  meaner  rank  but  few  were  slain,  in 
comparison  with  the  number  of  slaughtered 
Danes.  Yet  such  was  the  tender  affection 
which  Alfred  bore  his  subjects,  that  this 
loss,  though  in  reality  inconsiderable,  at- 
fected  him  most  deeply.  He  studiously, 
however,  confined  his  feelings  to  his  own 
breast,  unwilling  to  damp  the  ardor  of  the 
present  moment  by  an  unavailing  appear- 
ance of  concern. 

Ethelred  appeared  not.     He  anxiously 

inquired  for  that  youth,  and  learned  that  he 
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had  been  wounded,  and  conveyed  to  the 
camp,  in  order  to  furnish  him  with  that 
succour  w^hich  his  situation  required. 

Alfred  had  witnessed  his  attachment  to 
himself,  with  gratitude  the  most  fervent. 
The  first  movement  of  his  soul  w^as  to  visit 
the  friendly  youth  ^  but  he  recollected  that 
Ethelswithawas  also  in  the  camp,  and  while 
his  heart  bounded  with  delight,  at  the  con- 
viction that  he  was  now  free  to  pour  out  its 
effusions  at  her  feet,  yet  did  the  greatness 
of  his  mind  lead  him  to  shun  the  inter- 
view ',  dreading  lest  the  fascinating  influ- 
ence of  her  presence  might  seduce  him  to 
forget  that  his  country  was  not  yet  secured, 
that  the  last  effort  for'  its  freedom  was  not 
yet  accomplished. 

Listening  therefore  to  the  suggestions  of 
wisdom  and  virtue,  he  turned  to  Ethelbert, 
**  Dear  youth,"  he  cried,  "  do  thou  con- 
tinue in  the  camp  with  the  forces  under 
thy  command  3  be  attentive  to  the  health 

of 
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of  the  Northumbrian,  administer  to   the 
ease  and  safety 

He  was  going  to  add,  Ethelswitha  and 
my  sister:  but  to  mention  the  name  of  the 
former  struck  him  with  an  idea  of  cruelty, 
when  he  considered  to  whom  his  directions 
were  addressed.  Before  he  could  speak 
again,  Ethelbert  bent  his  knee,  and  ex- 
claimed in  a  voice  which  denoted  his 
emotions, — 

"  Royal  Alfred,  I  will  follow,  I  will  still 
attend  thee. — I  cannot — pardon  and  pity 
me- — I  cannot  continue  in  the  camp." 

"  It  is  I,''  replied  Alfred,  much  affected, 
"  who  should  require  pardon,  since  I  have 
given  thee  pain.  Forgive  me,  dear  Ethel- 
bert, and  pursue  the  purpose  which  thy 
inclination  prompts." 

Withoutwaitingareply,the  King  quitted 

him.  and  to  Oswald  gave  the  charge  he 
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had  declined.  By  this  time  the  soldiers, 
had  finished  their  repast,  and  crouding 
around  him,  in  ardent  terms  besought  to 
be  led  against  the  foe. 

Little  entreaty  was  necessary  to  induce 
compliance.  After  seeing  the  wounded 
conveyed  to  the  camp,  and  dispatching 
Oswald  to  his  new  charge,  he  ranged  his 
men  in  military  order,  and  heading  the 
cavalry  himself,  led  on  to  the  pursuit. 

On  the  second  day  of  their  route  some 
straggling  fugitives  of  the  enemy  were 
seized.  These  persons,  after  having  given 
the  account  required  of  their  countrymen's 
motions,  the  soldiers,  not  yet  glutted  with 
revenge,  would  have  put  to  death. 

Alfred  beheld  their  brandished  swords. 
He  rushed  amongst  them,  dismounted  in 
an  instant,  and  interposed  betv^^een  them 
and  their  intended  victims. 

''  Who- 
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"  Whosoever  injures  the  defenceless," 
cried  he  aloud,  with  a  look  of  stern  majesty 
"  is  the  enemy  of  his  KingP* 

The  intended  murderers  desisted.  Struck 
with  fear  and  awe,  they  dared  not  lift  their 
eyes  to  the  countenance  of  their  offended 
sovereign. 

^^  Be  assured,  my  friends,"  said  he,  with 
a  softened  aspect,  "that  cruelty  dishonours 
valour.  We  will  not  suffer  them  to  asso- 
ciate. Let  us  prove  that  we  deserve  vic- 
tory, by  practising  the  virtues  of  peace  in 
the  bosom  of  war  itself." 

At  these  words,  seeming  not  to  heed  the 
confusion  of  his  hearers,  he  vaulted  on  his 
proud  steed,  and  returned  to  the  post  he 
had  before  occupied. 

At  length  the  army  reached  the  garrison 

of  the  Danes,  and  Guthrum  was  summoned 

to  surrender.     That  haughty  chief,  who 
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had  regained  his  wonted  inflexibility  of 
spirit,  returned  an  answer  of  resolute  defi- 
ance. Alfred  therefore  invested  the  place, 
and  besieged  it  in  regular  form. 

Notwithstanding  it  was  but  weakly  pro- 
vided with  the  necessaries  of  life,  and  that 
all  relief  from  without  was  prevented  by 
the  vigilance  of  Alfred,  the  garrison,  less 
animated  than  awed  by  the  stern  exhorta- 
tions of  Guthrum,  continued  to  maintain  it 
for  some  days.  At  length,  their  provisions 
totally  failing,  they  were  reduced  to  an 
extremity  of  distress.  The  most  frightful 
famine  raged  uncontrouled  amongst  them, 
and  the  pressing  wants  of  nature  rendering 
them  indiiterent  to  the  indignation  of  their 
chiefj  (which  had  been  before  regarded 
with  so  much  terror)  without  waiting  to 
learn  his  will  or  to  obtain  his  concurrence, 
they  sallied  tumultuously  to  the  ramparts, 
and  lifting  up  their  hands  in  attitudes  of 
supplication,  cried  aloud,  that  depending 
on  the  clemency  of  the  English  monarch, 

they 
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tliey  were  willing  to  submit  to  any  condi- 
tions which'  he  might  offer  to  their  ac- 
ceptance. 

This  declaration  inspired  the  English 
with  joy.  Instant  tidings  of  it  were  borne 
to  Alfred,  and  some  of  the  chiefs  who  sur- 
rounded him,  irritated  at  the  remembrance 
of  the  wrongs  they  had  endured  from  the 
insolence  and  oppression  of  the  supplicants, 
exhorted  him  to  enter  the  place  by  storm, 
and  shew  them  no  mercy  who  knew  not 
what  it  was  to  be  merciful  to  others. 

"  Shall  we  not  rather  give,  than  take  an 
example  from  barbarians?"  replied  Alfred. 
"  My  friends,'*  he  continued,  "  ye  are 
emulous  of  glory,  ye  are  desirous  of  fame. 
Would  ye  know  how  to  obtain  them  in  their 
fullest  lustre  ?  Learn  that  not  merely  in 
the  encounters  of  war  are  they  to  be  ac- 
quired. The  lion  and  the  tiger  are  beyond 
man  in  strength  and  courage^  yet  they  are 
not  esteemed  or  cherished,  but  shunned,  as 

noxious 
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noxious  and  destructive.  Shall  man  then 
value  himself  on  possessing  qualities  in 
which  brutes  are  superior,  and  neglect  to 
cultivate  benevolence  ? — That  virtue,which 
is  an  attribute  of  divinity  itself,  and  which 
produces  the  true  likeness  between  man 
and  his  creator." 

Awed  by  the  energy  of  his  voice  and 
manner,  the  late  clamorous  advocates  for 
cruelty  became  silent  and  abashed. 

"  To  massacre  the  helpless  Danes,"  he 
proceeded,  ''would  be  no  less  an  offence  to 
policy,  than  to  glory.  By  putting  them  to 
death  we  should,  it  is  true,  deprive  our- 
selves of  formidable  enemies,  but  in  giving 
them  life  we  shall  secure  a  numerous  host 
of  friends.  The  alternative  surely  does 
not  require  hesitation ;  nor  does  Alfred 
hesitate.  East  Anglia  and  Northumberland 
are  laid  waste :  their  fields  are  unculti- 
vated, their  dwellings  uninhabited.  We 
will  seek  to  repair  the  desolation  we  la- 
ment : 


THE  SON  OF  ETHELWOLF.  IS5 

ment:  we  will  convert  the  Danes  into 
faithful  subjects,  by  giving  them  a  settle- 
ment in  these  provinces.  Deprived  of  the 
power  of  seeking  subsistence  in  plunder, 
they  will  betake  themselves  to  the  more 
permanent  support  of  industry,  and  tasting 
the  blessings  of  equal  government,  will 
perceive  that  their  true  interest  demands 
not  to  disturb  the  peace  of  England,  but 
to  preserve  it.  One  pledge  only  shall  I  re- 
quire of  their  submission^  to  relinquish 
the  barbarous  worship  of  their  ancestors, 
and  embrace  the  religion  of  reason,  and 
of  truth.  I  will  take  the  care  of  providing 
them  with  instructors.  Yet  should  they  re- 
fuse conviction,  their  lives  shall  be  sacred. 
Persecution  shall  never  sully  the  zeal  of 
Alfred.  But  if  they  remain  blindly  de- 
voted to  their  errors,  my  kingdom  cannot 
harbour  them,  as  subjects,  or  as  friends." 

"  Superior  to  us  in  wisdom,  as  in  rank, 
h  Alfred,"    cried  the   nobles  (losing  all 

ideas 
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ideas  of  revenge)  "  we  hasten  to  bear  his 
proposals  to  the  enemy." 

"  Transported  by  conditions  which  sur- 
passed their  most  sanguine  hopes,  the 
Danes  hesitated  not  to  declare  their  joyful 
compliance.  Weakly  attached  to  tenets 
whose  absurdity  was  evident,  and  to  which 
they  had  assented  more  from  custom  than 
conviction,  to  change  them  for  others  was 
readily  agreed  to,  when  they  considered 
the  advantages  of  which  that  change  would 
be  productive. 

But  the  stern  Guthrum  betrayed  not  an 
equal  facility.  Pride  manifested  in  him  the 
same  appearances  as  zeal.  When  informed 
that  his  authority  was  no  more,  that  his 
followers  had  dared  to  submit,  in  direct 
opposition  to  his  commands,  rage  and  mor- 
tification at  orfce  possessed  him. 

While  maddening  with  unruly  anger, 
he  brandished  his  sword,  careless  whether 

he 
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he  inflicted  death  on  himself  or  others ;  the 
English,  who  had  been  admitted  by  the 
garrison,  surrounded,  overpowered  him, 
and  bore  him  to  the  presence  of  their 
monarch. 

He  appeared  before  Alfred,  with  an  air 
sullen  and  indignant.  The  King,  willing  to 
conciliate  him,  took  his  reluctant  hand. 

"  Heroic  prince,"  he  cried,  "  to  pay  thee 
that  deference  and  attention  which  thy  un- 
conquered  spirit  deserves,  shall  be  the  care 
of  Alfred  ;  happy,  if  in  requital  he  can  ac- 
quire thy  friendship." 

This  address  gratified  the  pride  and 
softened  the  ferocity  of  Guthrum  ;  yet  was 
he  still  silent,  and  the  yielding  of  his  mind 
was  alone  perceived  by  the  relaxation  of 
his  features, 

"  Thou  wast  born  to  command,  re- 
nowned chief,"  continued  Alfred,  "  and 

still 
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Still  shalt  thou  command.  Thou  hast  heard 
the  conditions  1  have  offered;  accept  them, 
and  thou  shalt  rule  thy  people  as  the  dele- 
gate of  Alfred.  Let  not  that  word  offend 
thy  pride.  All  Alfred  shall  require  is,  that 
thou  establish  good  order  amongst  them  ; 
govern  thyself  and  them,  by  the  laws  of 
England,  and  become  his  friend  and  as- 
sociate." 

"  Am  I  not  to  abandon  the  worship  of 
my  fathers.^"  demanded  Guthrum,  in  a 
sullen  tone.  "  To  become  my  friend,  and 
an  inhabitant  of  England,"  replied  the 
King,  ^'  it  is  necessary  that  thou  dost  so. — - 
But  I  will  not  constrain.  Hear  the  docu- 
ments of  our  holy  teachers,  and  if  thou 
canst  not  conform  thy  sentiments  to  their 
precepts,  thou  art  still  free  to  depart  to 
Denmark. 

Guthrum  inv^^ardly  confessed  the  gene- 
rosity of  these  words.  He  mused.  He  con- 
sidered, that  if  he  returned  to  his  native 

country  3, 
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country,  his  laurels  blasted,  his  renown  no 
more,  he  might  be  regarded  rather  as  an 
object  of  contempt  than  of  admiration. 
The  idea  of  this  reception  wounded  his 
pride  as  sensibly,  as  if  he  had  in  reality  ex- 
perienced it  3  and  the  offers  of  Alfred  ap- 
peared doubly  tempting  in  comparison. 

Though  determined  to  accept  them,  his 
reply  w^as  still  sullen  and  ungracious.  "  I 
will  listen  to  thy  teachers,"  he  cried,  and 
said  no  more. 

This  deportment  would  have  offended 
any  person  less  discerning  than  Alfred: 
but  that  wise  and  prudent  prince  saw  in  this 
fixed  obstinacy  of  character  the  best  se- 
curity for  Guthrum's  fulfilling  his  engage- 
ments, did  he  once  agree  to  form  them. 
He  contented  himself  therefore  for  the 
present  with  the  advantage  he  had  gained, 
and  confiding  the  fallen  chief  to  the  care 
ofSiward  and  Edwy,  he  commanded  them 
to  conduct  him  to  the  palace  of  Wessex, 

and 
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and  treat  him  with  every  distinction  till 
his  own  arrival  at  that  place.  At  the  same 
time  the  meaner  Danes  were  by  his  order 
dispatched,  under  a  secure  convoy,  to  the 
provinces  allotted  for  their  residence,  the 
King  appointing  Guthrum  one  of  their 
chiefs  to  govern  in  East  Anglia ;  and 
placing  an  English  noble  at  the  head  of 
the  Northumbrians,  till  the  resolution  of 
Guthrum  should  be  determined.  Nor  was 
their  conversion  neglected.  He  provided 
them  with  spiritual  guides, whom  he  strictly 
charged  to  inculcate  the  important  duties 
of  religion,  with  care  and  gentleness. 

These  material  duties  compleated,  he 
led  back  his  victorious  army  to  the  camp 
so  lately  possessed  by  his  now  dispirited 
enemies. 

He  approached  it.  His  heart  swelled 
with  transport j  yet  before  he  sought  to 
enter  the  presence  of  Ethelswitha,  he  en- 
gaged Oddune    in  a  private  conference, 

willing 
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willing   to    conclude    all    his    remaining 
doubts. 

While  he  spoke  of  the  daughter  of 
Morcar  he  watched  the  countenance  of 
his  friend,  and  saw  it  unmarked  by  the 
sentiments  of  love.  The  looks  and  the 
conversation  of  Oddune  satisfied  his  scru- 
ples, and  he  now  tasted  the  sweet  delight 
of  pouring  out  all  the  emotions  of  his  soul, 
in  the  bosom  of  cordial  amity. 

On  entering  the  camp  he  perceived 
Ethelbert  at  his  side.  He  read  in  the 
countenance  of  that  youth  the  pangs  that 
agitated  him  internally,  and  his  feelings, 
strongly  interested,  would  not  suffer  him  to 
proceed  where- he  had  intended. 

"  I  go  to  the  Northumbrian,"  said  he  to 
the  son  of  Harold,  **"  wilt  thou  follow  me  ?" 

"  O  generous  prince/*  exclaimed  Ethel- 
bert, penetrating  his  thoughts,  "  relinquish 

not 
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not  thy  purpose  for  me.  I  have  examined 
my  heart,  I  have  found,  that  conscious  as 
I  am  that  I  possess  not  the  affections  of 
Ethelsv^itha,  thy  union  with  her  cannot 
add  to  my  unhappiness.  Nay,  I  sometimes 
think,  that  its  speedy  accomplishment  can 
alone  give  m.e  a  probability  of  returning 
peace.  For  now  delusive  hopes,  spite  of 
my  better  reason,  often  will  intrude  :  they 
are  ever  succeeded  by  the  bitter  anguish 
of  despondence.  End  the  conflict,  O  king. 
When  all  is  finished ;  when  no  room  for 
any  further  gleam  of  hope  remains ;  when 
apprehension  shall  be  lost  in  certainty, — 
then  perhaps" 

His  voice  faltered ;  he  paused :  a  deep 
red  suffused  his  countenance,  a  deathlike 
paleness  succeeded.  He  attempted  to  strug- 
gle himself  into  composure,  and  resumed 
in  hasty  accents,  as  if  he  feared  his  firm- 
ness would  evaporate,  "  then  perhaps  the 
soul  of  Ethelbert  may  be  fitted  to  receive 
the  honour  that  Alfred  has  designed  him." 

The 
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The  King,  much  affected,  pressed  his 
hand.  "  May  that  which  Ethelbert  stiles 
honour,"  cried  he,  "  become  his  happi- 
ness.'* 

Oswald  approached,  and  interrupted 
them.  '^  My  sovereign,'*  he  said,  **  the 
royal  Judith  comes;  she  has  heard  of  thy 
arrival,  and  is  impatient  to  embrace  thee." 

Ethelbert  hearing  these  words, '  hastily 
retreated.  He  judged  that  Ethelswitha 
too  advanced,  and  unable  to  bear  her  sight 
unmoved,  he  determined  to  avoid  it. 

Alfred  flew  towards  his  sister.  The  af- 
fectionate Judith  rushed  into  his  arms. 
Their  mutual  emotions  were  too  great  for 
utterance  :  Judith  first  found  the  power  of 
speech.  "  My  brother — my  king — my 
protector!"  cried  she,  in  an  interrupted 
voice,  while  her  eyes  streaming  with  tears, 
gave  an  appearance  of  grief,  to  joy  the  most 
exquisite  and  lively.      "  Sweet  maid  — 

kind 
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kind  gentle  maid — my  beloved  sister,"  ar- 
ticulated Alfred,  regarding  her  with  looks 
of  fraternal  delight. 

While  tears  dimmed  the  eyes  of  Judith, 
smiles  played  upon  her  lips.  "Ah  !"  she 
cried,  in  tender  accents  of  reproof,  "  thou 
wert  here,  thou  wert  in  the  camp  of  Guth- 
rum,  and  thou  didst  not  give  thy  Judith 
one  gleam  of  discovery.  Thou  savv-est  her 
grief  for  thy  loss,  yet  didst  thou  not  hint 
to  her  that  her  grief  was  groundless. — My 
brother,  pardon  the  unjust  reproach.  I 
retract  it.  I  thank  thee  ;  with  my  whole 
heart  I  thank  thee,  for  preserving  thyself 
for  this  blessed  moment ;  for  guarding  that 
life  which  makes  the  happiness  of  thy 
sister,  and  of  England!" 

T/hen  the  first  transports  of  meeting  had 
subsided,  the  eye  of  Alfred  wandered  to- 
ward the  entrance  of  that  tent,  from  which 
Judith  had  flown  to  greet  him. 

«  Mv 
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'^  My  sister,"  said  he,  hesitatingly,  "are 
there  no  further  congratulations  for  Alfred  ? 
— Thy  fair  companion,  the  daughter  of 
Morcar, will  she  not  appear?  Will  she  not 
bless  with  her  presence  the  once  favoured 
friend  of  her  infancy/' 

"^  Thou  knovvest  the  Northumbrian," 
said  Judith,  with  a  confused  air.  ^'  Ha  \ 
what  of  him  ?"  exclaimed  the  king  hastily. 
"  Ethelswitha  is  in  the  power  of  Ethelred," 
replied  his  sister. 

That  reply  was  "like  a  sudden  stroke  of 
thunder  to  the  astonished  Alfred.  "  What 
meanest  thou?"  he  wildly  cried,  "  torture 
me  not  my  sister. — What,  what  have  I  to 
apprehend  ? — Has  the  stripling  dared" = 

He  ceased ;  the  violence  of  his  emotions 
choaked  his  utterance. 

"  What  I  have    said  is  true,"  replied 

Judith.    "  Come  and  I  will  give  thee  proof 

VOL.  II.  H  that 
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that  Ethelswitha  cannot  act,  but  as  Ethel- 
red  directs,'* 

He  had  not  time  to  reflect  on  the  mean- 
ing of  these  senigmatical  words :  she  seized 
his  passive  hand,  and  led  him  instantly  to 
the  tent.  "  Here,"  cried  she,  opening  it, 
and  advancing,  "  here  thou  wilt  perceive 
the  power  of  Ethelred  over  Ethelswitha ; 
for  Ethelred  and  Ethelswitha  are  the  same." 

This  exclamation  gave  to  Alfred  a  quick 
pej'ception  of  the  amazing  and  inestimable 
truth.  To  enter,  to  rush  forward,  to  throw 
himself  at  the  feet  of  the  blushing  fair  one, 
was  but  the  work  of  an  instant.  For  in- 
quiry he  had  no  inclination,  for  utterance 
he  had  no  power.  Happiness,  better  ex- 
pressed by  silence  than  by  words,  filled  his 
soul,  and  animated  his  countenance. 

He  pressed  her  beauteous  hand  to  his 
lips  j  he  clasped  his  folding  arms  around 
her  as  she  sate, 

*'  Heavenly 
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"  Heavenly  maid  !"  at  length  he  cried, 
*^  Loveliest  and  most  beloved  of  women  I 
hast  thou,  for  Alfred  hast  thou  ri^qued  an 
existence  mt)re  valuable  than  all  the  earth 
can  offer?" 

*^  Dost  thou  not  condemn  my  indiscre- 
tion? Dost  thou  not  despise  my  weak- 
ness ?"  cried  she,  in  a  tone  of  deep  con- 
fusion. 

^^  O  call  not  by  such  harsh  appellations 
an  action  so  exalted/'  cried  Alfred,  with 
vivacity,  (while  he  gazed  on  her  half 
averted  features  with  intense  delight)  'Uhe 
future  study  of  my  life  shall  prove  how 
high  I  hold  it.  And  sure,  the  cares  of  the 
longest  life  cannot  half  repay  the  mighty 
4ebt  of  gratitude  I  owe  thee.'* 

^'  Gratitude,"  murmured  Ethelswitha. 
She  blushed  at  the  involuntary  repetition, 
and  attempted  to  force  herself  away  from 
the  clasping  arms  of  Alfred. 

H  2  «  No," 
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*'  No/'  cried  he,  detaining  her,  "  not 
bo  soon  will  we  separate.  I  have  not  yet 
half  gazed  upon  thee.  I  have  not  yet  been 
half  blessed  with  the  musick  of  thy  accents. 
O  indulge  me,  precious  arbitress  of  my 
days:  give  me  a  few  more  moments  to 
express  the  ardent  love  with  which  my 
breast  is  filled.  Gracious  heaven  !  how 
have  I  deserved  such  exquisite,  such 
transcendant  happiness  ?" 

"  Ah  !"  cried  Ethelswitha,  "  dost  thou 
jiot  deserve  all,  and  every  good  which 
heaven  can  bestow  ?'* 

This  artless  exclamation,  which  Impres- 
sed her  who  uttered  it  with  new  confusion, 
gave  Alfred  unspeakable  transport.  In 
that  state  of  refined  delight,  Ethelbert  oc- 
curred to  his  remembrance. 

"  Alas  1"  cried  he,  sighing,  "  why  must 
my  felicity  bring  misery  to  another?" 

"And 
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"  And  whose  heart,"  exclaimed  Judith, 
•*  can  be  so  base  as  to  repine  at  the  felicity 
of  Alfred?" 

"  My  sister,''  he  replied,  "  far  from 
baseness  is  the  heart  that  repines ;  united 
is  it  to  that  of  Alfred  by  ties  of  strong- 
esteem  and  melting  pity.'* 

"  Oddune  !"  interrupted  the  daughter 
of  Morcar,  blushing  as  she  spoke,  ^'  O 
mistaken  prince,  dost  thou  still  cherish 
that  illusion  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  the  monarch  smiling^ 
*'  I  am  undeceived  ;  Ethelswitha  has  un- 
deceived me.  Pardon  me,  my  beloved,  if 
I  have  ought  confused  thee.  I  meant  not 
Oddune,  but  Ethelbert." 


"  I  knov^  him  not,"  cried  Ethelswitha^ 
"usion  in  her  wonder.    • 

H  3  "By 


forgetting  her  confusion  in  her  wonder. 
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^'  By  another  name  thou  knowest  him/^ 
said  Alfred,  "  It  is  Wittigild,  the  son  of 
Harold,  of  whom  I  speak.'* 

"  O  heaven,  art  thou  acquainted  wlih 
Wittigild  ?"  she  cried  -,  "  Judith,  my  dear 
Judith,  now  shall  we  hear  tidiags  of  a  per- 
son for  Vv'hom  we  are  so  highly  interested  T' 

This  expression  of  lively  joy  discon- 
certed Alfred  5  yet  when  he  recollected  the 
proof  she  had  given  him  of  her  love,  his 
doubts  but  half  formed,  quickly  vanished, 
and  he  hastened  to  gratify  the  curiosity  he 
had  raised." 

After  recounting  the  incident  w^hich  first 
introduced  that  youth  to  his  notice,  "  I 
will  now,''  he  proceeded,  "  relate  what 
circumstances  led  to  the  discovery,  that  his 
affections  were  engaged  by  her,  who  had 
engrossed  pay  own." 

^'  What," 
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"  What,"  interrupted  Judith,  in  a  tone 
of  indignation,  "  did  he  dare  to  love  Ethels- 
witha  ?  Her — whom  Alfred,"  she  paused, 
and  again  exclaimed;,  *'  What  ingratitude! 
what  perfidy  !" 

"  Where  is  the  wonted  gentleness  of  my 
sister?"  said  Alfred,  mildly.  "  Pardon  me, 
my  brother,"  returned  Judith,  blushing 
deeply,  "  My  expressions  were  involun- 
tary, forgive  them.'* 

Alfred  smiled  benignly  on  her,  and  pro- 
ceeded. When  he  had  ended  his  tale,  he 
observed  both  in  the  countenance  of  Ju- 
dith, and  of  Ethelswitha,  a  satisfaction 
which  they  manifested  not  at  its  commence- 
ment. 

"  Does  my  sister,"  said  he,  addressing 
Judith,  "  continue  to  regard  Ethelbert  as 
insolent  and  ungrateful  i" 

"  No,"  replied  she,  while  a  rosy  blush 

suffused  her  cheeks,  "  On  the  contrary,  I 

H  4  consider 
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consider    him   as  worthy   of  thy  highest 
esteem  and  pity." 

"  Would,  that  my  Judith  regarded  him 
with  a  more  tender  esteem  than  mine/'  said 
he,  taking  her  hand,  and  smiling.  Judith 
bent  her  eyes  to  the  earth.  Alfred  saw  in 
that  confusion  the  feelings  of  modesty,  not 
averseness.  He  urged  her  farther;  she 
recovered  herself,  assumed  a  lively  air,  and 
in  a  tone  of  innocent  gaiety  replied, 
**  Since  thou  meanest  to  bereave  Ethel- 
switha  of  a  captive,  I,  as  thy  sister,  and 
thy  subject,  am  equally  obliged  by  the  ties 
of  affection  and  obedience,  to  assist  thy 
purpose," 

'*  Manifest  this  sweetness  to  Ethelbert," 
cried  the  king,  <ielighted  with  her  answer, 
and  fear  not  that  he  can  resist  thee.  '^  This 
moment,"  he  added,  "  will  1  introduce 
him  to  thy  presence,  for  my  heart  presages 
an  happy  consequence.'' 


In 
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In  saying  thus,  he  quitted  the  tent  im- 
petuously, and  sought  the  son  of  Harold. 

He  perceived  that  the  aspect  of  that 
youth,  wore  an  air  of  more  composure 
than  when  he  beheld  him  last ;  but  the  in« 
telligence  he  communicated  renewed  all 
his  agitation. 

He  shuddered  at  the  idea  of  giving  his 
vows  to  any  other  than  Ethelsv/itha.  He 
had  looked  forward  to  this  event ;  he  fan- 
cied he  had  taught  himself  to  consider  it  as 
inevitable  :  but  when  it  approached,  he 
perceived  the  fallacy  of  those  thoughts  -,  he 
discovered  that  a  latent  hope  had  rested 
in  the  midst  of  despair.  Yet  to  refuse  her 
who  condescendingly  accepted  him,  to  in- 
sult the  offered  kindness  of  his  friend,  his 
benefactor,  his  instructor,  suited  not  the 
gentleness  and  gratitude  of  his  sentiments. 
Therefore,  with  words  that  implied  assent, 
but  an  heart  torn  with  secret  anguish,  he 
took  the  extended  hand  of  the  monarch, 
H  5  and 
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and  suffered  himself  to  be  guided  by  hiv 
pleasure. 

Alfred  led  him  into  the  tent,  and  point- 
ing to  Judith,  "  Behold,  my  dear  Ethel- 
bert,"  he  cried,  ''  the  sister  of  Alfred.'* 

'^  O  powerful  heaven  !'*  exclaimed  the 
youth,  "  What  do  I  hear  ?  Is  this  indeed 
thy  sister  ?" 

Fixed,  rooted  to  the  spot  on  which  he 
stood,  his  eyes  gazing  wildly,  his  knees 
trembling,  he  waited  the  reply. 

"  Why  doubtest  thou  ?"  said  Alfred,  iii 
an  accent  of  surprize. 

"  Why  (ioubt  I  ?  Oh  mighty  heaven  I 
have  I  not  cause  to  doubt,  to  distrust  the 
evidence  of  my  scHses,  when  bliss  so  in- 
credible salutes  me  ?  Yes,  royal  Alfred,  it 
is  my  Birtha,— it  is  she  herself ! — Her,  for 
whom  I  sought  to  die. — She  who  now 
makes  life  most  precious  to  me  !*' 

In 
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In  saying  thus,  he  fell .  t  the  feet  of  the 
king,  and  embracing  his  knees,  implored  a 
thousand  blessings  on  his  head.  Then  arose, 
flew  to  his  mistress,  gazed  ardently  in  her 
face  and  gave  vent  to  the  lively  emotions 
of  his  soul,  in  the  numberless  and  excuse- 
able  extravagancies  of  true  passion. 

The  wretch  doomed  to  a  cruel  death, 
after  having  had  his  imagination  long  dis- 
tracted with  horrible  images  of  punishment, 
in  the  moment,  when  shuddering,  he  ex- 
pects his  fate,  thus  hears  the  exhilarating 
tidings  of  life,  and  pardon  pronounced. 
Stupified  with  the  excess  of  past  misery,  his 
heart  opens  not  at  once  to  receive  the  im- 
pressions of  joy.  He  doubts,  he  trembles  ^ 
he  fancies  that  death  still  present,  which 
he  has  escaped.  At  length,  the  blissful 
certainly  bursts  upon  him ;  the  paleness  of 
despair,  gives  place  to  the  ruddy  flush  of 
kindling  hope,  and  his  bosom  pants  with 
the  weight  of  even  agonizing  rapture. 

H6  The 
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The  good  fortune  of  his  young  friend, 
was  a  new  source  of  happiness  to  Alfred. 
Mutual  congratulations  were  uttered,  and 
in  these  congratulations  did  Judith  and 
Ethelswithajoin,  with  that  chaste  reserve, 
that  delicate  confusion,  that  is  ever  inse- 
parable from  the  possession  of  genuine 
modesty. 

The  first  transports  of  discovery  now 
subsiding  into  calm  delight,  Alfred  and 
Ethelbert  became  anxious  to  learn  what 
Natality  had  so  long  deceived  them.  Judith 
undertook  to  satisfy  their  curiosity. 

"■'  When  Oscitel"  (she  began)  ^*  was 
frustrated  in  his  horrid  design  by  the  deli- 
verance of  his  rival,  he  hastened  to  my 
presence;  his  eyes  gleaming  with  malice 
and  ferocity,  and  his  lips  fraught  with  false- 
hood. He  imposed  on  my  credulity  a  be- 
lief, that  Ethelbert  had  fallen  a  victim  to 
bis  revenge. 

The 
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The  intelligence  redoubled  my  detesta- 
tion of  the  base  relater,  and  I  gave  vent 
to  the  hatred  that  animated  me,  in  the  most 
vehement  reproaches.  Oscitel  appeared 
astonished  by  my  deportment ;  he  attempt- 
ed to  approach  and  sooth  my  anger.  But 
I  retreated  with  horror.  I  raised  my  hands 
wildly ',  I  uttered  a  vow  to  attempt  my 
own  existence,  if  I  continued  subjected  to 
the  presence  and  the  suit  of  a  monster,  ab- 
horred by  heaven,  and  by  mankind. 

Finding  his  deceit  had  not  produced  the 
benefitheexpected,he  now  thought  it  more 
conducive  to  his  interest  to  divulge  the 
truth.  1  believed  him  not,  till  he  attested 
it  by  the  evidence  of  others ;  and  though 
this  changed  my  grief  into  a  secret  satis- 
faction, yet  it  softened  not  my  disgust  to 
his  address  or  conversation. 

Depending  on  the  promise  of  Guthrum, 
I  sought  not  to  conceal  my  aversion.     But 
at  length  that   chief  listened  to  the  re- 
monstrances 
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monstrances  of  Oscite],  and  one  day  sternly 
asked,  why  I  continued  insensible  to  his 
brother*s  love. 

"  O  mighty  Gathrum,"  I  replied,  "  thou 
hast  said,  that  Oscitel  shall  not  owe  my 
favour  to  compulsion." 

"  I  have  said,'*  cried  he,  with  a  frown 
of  dark  severity,  "  that  thou  shalt  not  be 
dishonoured,  and  that  promise  is  still  in- 
violable. But  Dame,  Oscitel  is  inclined 
to  espouse  thee.  Canst  thou  apprehend 
dishonour  in  an  alliance  with  the  son  of  a 
king,— the  brother  of  Guthrum  ?  Re- 
ceive with  the  humility  and  gratitude,  that 
becomes  a  captive,  the  benefit  designed 
thee ;  teach  thy  stubborn  spirit  to  submit, 
and  learn  that  force  may  conquer,  where 
persuasion  fails."  He  quitted  me  at  these 
words,,  and  the  most  violent  despair  pos- 
sessed me.  Yet  it  subsided.  I  supplicated 
heaven  for  relief:  I  trusted  to  its  bene- 
volent assistance.  Hope,  even  against  pro- 

babilitv 
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bability  entered  my  breast,  and  that  hope 
deceived  me  not. 

Oscitel,  at  the  head  of  some  troops,. 
quitted  the  camp  for  the  purpose  of  plun- 
der. The  following  morn  was  to  decide 
my  fate ;  I  was  then,  spite  of  my  reluc- 
tance, my  tears,  my  anguish,  to  become 
the  bride  of  him  whom  my  soul  abhorred. 

A  lucky  chance. — O  no, — pardon  me. 
Author  of  all  good,  for  giving  that  appella- 
tion to  the  work  of  thy  Providence  !  Yes, 
it  was  thou  who  directed  Oscitel  to  the 
asylum  of  Ethelswitha  !  Weak  asylum, 
against  the  force  of  the  rapacious  invader. 

He  entered  the  monastery,  he  saw  Ethel- 
switha, and  forgot  the  purposes  of  rapa- 
city.    Her  superior  charms'* — — 

"  Say  rather  the  natural  inconstancy  of 
the  barbarian,"  interrupted  Ethelswitha. 
Judith^smiled,  and  continued. 

•^  From 
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"  From  that  moment  was  the  image  of 
Birtha  obliterated  from  his  heart.  He  re- 
turned to  the  camp,  proud  of  his  beauteous 
prize,  and  laden  with  spoils.  No  sooner 
didEthelswitha  appear  in  the  presence  of 
Guthrum,  than  he  betrayed  many  tokens 
of  extraordinary  emotion.  Oscitel,  with  the 
discernment  of  jealousy  penetrated  his 
thoughts,  and  would  have  quickly  removed 
her  from  his  sight,  under  pretence  of  pity- 
ing her  consternation.  But  Guthrum  (un- 
used to  restraint,  and  scorning  dissimula- 
tion) commanded  her  to  stay,  and  openly 
avowed  the  feelings  with  which  she  had 
inspired  him. 

This  declaration  threw  Oscitel  off  his 
guard ;  he  confessed  the  same  feelings, 
and  urged  his  prior  claim  by  right  of  con- 
quest. Guthrum,  in  scornful  terms,  re- 
proached him  for  his  inconstancy.  Oscitel 
heeded  not  the  charge,  and  the  flames  of 
violent  discord  became  enkindled.  This 
love,  which  in  one  had  been  terrible  to 

Ethelswitha, 
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Ethelswitha,  when  experienced  by  both, 
became  her  safety. 

Guthrum  knew  the  attachment  of  the 
soldiers  to  Oscitel,  and  that  knowledge 
prevented  him,  spite  of  his  pride,  from 
depriving  him  by  open  force  of  the  prize 
which  his  arms  had  gained.  Oscitel  on 
the  other  hand,  was  sensible,  that  though 
the  Danes  bore  him  a  large  degree  of  af- 
fection, they  respected  and  feared  his  bro- 
ther. Swayed  by  these  motives,  the  hopes 
and  the  resolution  of  each  continued  in 
suspense. 

Ethelswitha  was  conveyed  to  the  apart- 
ment which  I  occupied.  The  surprise  of 
meeting  deprived  us  of  the  guard  of  pru- 
dence, and  our  involuntary  exclamations 
discovered  to  the  Danes  the  birth  and  qua- 
lity of  their  prisoners.  As  the  sister  of 
Alfred,  I  became  obnoxious  to  them  ;  the 
love  of  Oscitel  was  past,  it  therefore  nov/ 

interfered 
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interfered  not  to  save  me^  and  the  tears 
and  entreaties  of  Ethelswitha  alone,  pre- 
served me  from  being  butchered  as  a  vic- 
tim to  their  barbarous  policy. 

By  both  the  haughty  brothers  I  was 
commanded  to  attend  on  Ethelswitha  with 
the  care  and  humility  of  a  domestic  :  the 
women  who  had  before  waited  on  me, 
were  commanded  to  carry  their  services  to 
her,  and  to  look  on  me  as  no  longer  their 
mistress,  but  their  companion. 

When  they  retired,,  the  kind  Ethelswitha 
deplored  the  indignity  offered  me,  and 
accused  herself  for  being  the  cause ;  she 
implored  my  pardon  in  a  voice  of  shame 
and  sorrow.  My  heart  had  no  room  for 
either  sensation  ;  that  indignity  was  to  me 
a  source  of  the  most  lively  satisfaction,  for 
it  proved  that  I  had  no  longer  reason  to 
fear  a  fate,  far  more  terrible  and  hu- 
miliating. 

Guthrum 
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Guthrum  daily  repaired  to  our  tent. 
The  visits  of  Oscitel  were  as  frequent.  At 
length  the  continued  opposition  of  the  latter 
to  the  wishes  of  his  brother,  provoked  that 
haughty  chief  to  forbid  him  the  presence 
of  Ethels witha,  and  in  this  state  were  we 
all,  when  thou,'*  said  she,  addressing  Alfred, 
"didst  enter  the  camp  of  thy  adversaries. 

During  the  time  I  have  spoken  of/' 
continued  she,  "  Ethelswitha  appeared  to 
labour  under  a  secret  grief,  which  seemed 
to  spring  from  some  more  pungent  cause 
than  the  consideration  of  her  captivity. 

For  the  purpose  of  alleviating,  I  wished 
to  discover  it.  By  my  pressing  instances, 
Ethelswitha  was  at  length  moved  to  con- 
fidence." 

*'  Ah  !  cease,"  interrupted  the  daughter 
of  Morcar  at  this  part,  putting  her  hand 
on  the  mouth  of  Judith, 
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*^  No,  kind  sister,'*  cried  Alfred,  "  de- 
clare all :  add  new  force  to  the  obligations 
which  I  already  owe  to  this  adorable,  this 
heroic  maid !" 

"  I  learned  then,"  continued  Judith, 
"  that  she  mourned  thy  loss,  that  she  loved 
thee,  even  while  she  fancied  thee  indif- 
ferent," 

"  Iiidifferejit !  O  heaven  !*'  exclaimed 
Alfred.  The  fair  narrator  proceeded,  heed- 
less of  the  interruption. 

"  Guthrum  continued  to  torment  her  on 
the  subject  of  his  passion  :  the  manner  in 
which  he  urged  his  suit  was  more  calculated 
to  inspire  fear  than  love.  Like  an  un- 
broken steed  impatient  of  the  curb,  he  was 
indignant  of  the  chain  that  bound  him,  and 
scorning  the  gentle  aids  of  persuasion  and 
of  tenderness,  sought  to  bend  her  to  his 
wishes  by  the  imperious  frowns  of  a  master, 
and  the  menaces  of  a  tyrant. 

He 
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He  was  not  ignorant  of  her  partiality  for 
thee.  Provoked  by  the  outrages  of  his 
pride,  she  informed  him,  that  her  heart 
was  already  fixed  beyond  the  power  of 
change,  and  fixed  on  one,  whose  worth, 
whose  rank  and  virtue,  justified  her  choice 
and  sanctified  her  regret. 

This  avowal  inflamed  his  ferocity  afresh. 
On  thy  arrival  it  was  at  its  height.  He 
desired  her  presence  at  the  banquet  in  the 
terms  of  command,  not  request.  Unwil- 
ling to  rouse  his  stern  passions  by  a  refusal, 
she  complied. 

When  thy  voice  saluted  her  ears  and 
mine,  violent  were  our  emotions,  but  the 
resemblance  that  struck  us  lost  its  force 
when  \\c  heard  the  tenor  of  thy  strains. 

That  dangerous  and  sudden  transport, 
which  thou  didst  betray  at  the  feet  of  Ethel- 
switha,  at  once  discovered  thee  to  her 
penetration.     Thou  may'st  remember  her 

silence. 
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silence,  her  confusion,  her  hasty  departure 
from  the  feast. 

When  we  were  alone,  she  clasped  her 
arms  around  my  neck;  she  wept,  and 
smiling  through  her  tears,  exclaimed — 

^'  My  Judith,  he  is  not  dead  !  He  Hves! 
and  dost  thou  not  think" — she  added, 
hiding  her  face  in  my  bosom,  "  dost  thou 
not  think  he  loves  me  ?" 

My  reply  was  calculated  to  assure  her  of 
a  truth  which  observation  taught  me.  With 
the  most  fervent  gratitude  we  poured  out 
our  thanks  to  heaven,  for  having  preserved 
thee  from  the  power  of  thy  enemies  ;  and 
nearly  in  the  same  moment  were  we  alarm- 
ed with  distressing  fears  for  thy  future 
safety. 

To  seek  an  interview  with  thee  was  im- 
possible, without  incurring  suspicion,  after 
the  indignation  which  Ethelswitha  had  ma- 
nifested 
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nife^ted  aealnst  thee  In  thy  assumed  cha- 
racter, and  to  make  enquiry  concerniag 
thee,  would,  by  rai&ing  a  dangerous  cu- 
riosity, have  hastened  the  misfortune  we 
were  anxious  to  avert. 

While  we  were  mutually  communicating 
our  feelings  of  harrassing  suspense,  Wal- 
demar,  with  all  the  appearance  of  a  person 
labouring  under  the  dominion  of  teiTor 
and  confusion,  rushed  in,  and  prostrating 
himself  before  Ethelswitha,  besought  her 
to  jsave  him  from  the  anger  of  Guthrum. 

Confused  and  astonished,  she  command- 
ed him  to  rise,  and  declare  how  he  had  in- 
curred it.  His  relation  was  abrupt  and 
disjointed;  but  Ethelswitha  learned  enough, 
in  hearing  that  thou  hadst  quitted  the  hos- 
tile camp. 

**  On  one  condition  only,'*  cried  she^ 
with  an   eager    accent,  while   her    eyes 
beamed  with  the  noble  design  she  medi- 
tated ; 
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tated ;  "  on  one  condition  only  will  I 
promise  to  excuse  thy  fault  to  Guthrum. 
It  is,  that  thou  shalt  swear  by  all  which 
thou  regardest  as  most  binding  and  most 
holy,  to  fulfil  the  request  which  I  am  about 
to  make  thee." 

To  Waldemar,  who  feared  nought  but 
the  fury  of  his  master,  this  condition  ap- 
peared light.  He  swore  without  hesita- 
tion by  the  jetty  raven,  messenger  of  Odin3 
by  the  Valkyriur,  his  attendants,  and  by 
all  the  terrors  of  the  god  himself,  to  com- 
ply with  her  demand. 

The  countenance  of  Ethelswitha  sparkled 
with  satisfaction. — "  Now  then,"  cried  she^ 
^^  as  a  prelude  to  that  request,  I  require 
thee  to  bring  hither  on  the  instant,  the  full 
apparel  and  the  faulchion  of  a  warrior." 

Waldemar  hesitated  not  to  obey.  While 
he  was  absent,  I  eagerly  inquired  her  pur- 
pose. 

*'To 
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*'  To  follow  Alfred ;  to  fight,  to  die  for 
him*  if  necessary!'*  answered  the  heroic 
Ethelswitha. 

Astonished  by  an  intrepidity  which 
raised  her  above  the  character  of  her  sex, 
I  was  deprived  of  the  power  of  expostu- 
lation. 

At  length,  "  dost  thou  mean,"  I  asked, 
"  to  discover  thyself  to  Alfred?" 

^*  O  Judith,"  she  returned,  in  a  tone  of 
mixed  confusion  and  reproof,  "  canst  thou 
suspect  me  of  committing  such  an  offence 
to  modesty  ?" 

^'  But  sure  thy  voice,  thy  features,  must 
reveal  the  secret,"  I  resumed. 

*'  I  will  take  heed  that  they  betray  me 
not,"  she  answered ;  and  opening  instantly 
a  small  cabinet,  from  which  she  took  out  a 
drug  of  yellow  hue,    "  this" — continued 

VOL.  II.  I  she, 
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she,  smiling,  shall  disguise  my  features, 
and  my  accents  shall  be  harsh  even  to  an 
excess  of  dissonance." 

A  new  fear  assailed  me.  "  Alas  !  Guth- 
rum  will  pursue  thee,"  said  I,  trembling. 
"  Princess,  on  thy  prudence  I  depend  to 
prevent  that  pursuit,"  replied  Ethelswitha. 
"  Persuade  him  that  I  am  afflicted  with 
disease  -,  that  I  loath  all  converse,  and  the 
light  of  day.  Darken  the  couch,  in  which 
I  have  been  wont  to  repose,  and  if  ne- 
cessary, instruct  one  of  our  attendant  vir- 
gins to  personate  me,  with  a  caution  to 
preserve  strict  silence. 

Thou,  Judith,  knowest  thy  brother.  Thou 
must  be  sensible,  that  he  entered  not  this 
hostile  place  for  a  trivial  cause.  My  heart 
presages  that  he  meditates  some  important 
project,  and  that  before  the  stratagem 
which  I  have  contrived  can  be  betrayed, 
thou  wilt  see  Alfred  at  the  head  of  his 

subjects. 
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subjects,    pouring  vengeance  on  the  in^ 
vaders  of  his  country." 

Waldemar  returned,  and  she  eagerly 
seized  on  what  he  had  brought ;  then,  after 
commanding  him  to  await  her  coming 
forth,  she  retired  into  an  inner  chamber, 
and  appeared  in  a  few  moments  to  ^  our 
wondering  eyes,  such  as  thou  hast  beheld 
her,  in  the  character  of  Ethelred,  the 
Northumbrian. 

"  This  is  the  time,"  cried  she  to  Walde- 
rnar,  before  he  had  the  power  of  venting 
his  surprize,  "  this  is  the  time  for  the  per- 
formance of  thy  oath.  Lead  me  forth, 
acquaint  me  with  the  course  of  the  minstrel. 
Universal  silence  reigns  within  the  camo ; 
it  is  the  hour  of  slumber  and  security.  If 
thou  art  willing  to  guide  my  steps,  thou 
wilt  at  once  insure  a  magnificent  reward 
and  thy  own  safety." 

The  consternation  that  was  visible  in  his 

countenance  at  this  demand,  made  Ethel- 

I  2       •  switha 
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switha  tremble  with  apprehension,  not- 
withstanding her  preceding  intrepidity. 
But  the  answer  of  Waldemar  banished  her 
fears. 

"  My  vow  is  passed,'*  he  cried,  *'  and 
though  I  see  all  the  dangers  that  await  its 
performance,  yet  will  1  not  risque  the  in- 
dignation of  heaven  to  avert  that  of  Guth- 
rum."  Ethelswitha  eagerly  seized  the  mo- 
ment of  his  revived  resolution.  She  clasped 
me  in  a  tender  embrace. — "  Farewell, 
farewell,"  she  cried,  "  and  prosperous  be 
our  meeting!" 

"  One  thing  only,"  she  added,  turning 
to  Waldemar,  '^  have  I  further  to  require 
of  thee.  Assent  to  all  I  shall  say  to  the 
minstrel,  and  guard  against  uttering  the 
slightest  hint  of  my  real  name  and  quality. 
whatever  occurrences  may  come  to  pass." 

"  Lady,  depend  on  my  obedience,"  re- 
plied Waldemar. 

''  Come 
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"  Come  then,,  my  faithful  conductor/' 
cried  she,  hasting  out,  and  waving  her 
hand  as  she  passed  me. 

With  an  heavy  and  apprehensive  heart, 
I  next  morn  commenced  to  practise  the 
stratagem  in  which  she  had  instructed  me. 
It  succeeded  beyond  my  hopes ;  and  even 
at  the  moment  when  Guthrum  led  forth 
his  forces  against  thee,  he  was  still  ignorant 
of  her  flight. 

When  I  heard  the  cries  of  battle,  when 
I  saw  from  the  heights  of  the  deserted 
ramparts  the  horrid  carnage  of  the  hostile 
field,  deficient  in  that  noble  spirit  which 
animated  the  breast  of  Ethelswitha,  terror 
possessed  me ;  a  cold  chill  ran  through 
my  veins,  and  my  tottering  limbs  could 
scarce  support  me  back  to  the  apartment  I 
had  quitted. 

But  how  were  my  terrors  redoubled  at 

the  sight  of  the  feigned  Northumbrian. 

I  3  Pale, 
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Pale,  bloody  and  feeble,  I  saw  the  lovely 
Ethelswitha  borne  into  the  camp. 

A  look  from  her,  which  seemed  to  injoin 
silence,  prevented  my  sorrow  from  break- 
ing forth  into  exclamations.  She  was  car- 
ried into  a  tent,  and  I  bade  her  conduc- 
tors leave  her  to  my  care.  When  they  re- 
tired, I  found  on  examination,  to  my  inex- 
pressible content,  that  she  had  received 
but  a  slight  wound,  and  that  the  loss  of 
blood  alone,  caused  that  feebleness  which 
had  alarmed  me. 

One  of  my  virgins  was  well  skilled  in  the 
healing  art^  and  by  her  unremitting  care 
Ethelswitha  soon  recovered.  She  then 
cleansed  her  countenance  of  the  disguising 
drug,  and  resumed  the  habit  of  her  sex. 

The  enthusiasm  that  had  impelled  her 
now  gave  place  to  timid  modesty,  and  with 
the  most  pressing  entreaties  did  she  urge 
me,  never  to  reveal  what  she  had  acted. 

But 
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But  my  present  narration  tells  thee,  my 
brother,"  added  Judith,  with  a  smile  of 
gaiety,  "  that  I  was  obdurate  to  her  en- 
treaties.''' 

The  curiosity  of  Alfred  ceased  to  ope- 
rate, but  the  feelings  of  his  soul  were 
heightened  into  a  yet  greater  degree  of 
rapture  than  before.  His  eyes  were  rivetted 
on  her,  who  to  preserve  his  life  had 
risqued  her  own.  His  heart  was  filled  with 
her  image,  and  his  lips  emitted  nothing  but 
her  praise. 

Nor  did  Ethelbert  teftify  less  gratitude, 
less  emotion,  towards  the  young  and  beau- 
tiful Judith. 

At  length  the  cares  of  the  monarch  suc- 
ceeded to  the  transports  of  the  lover.  Al- 
fred presented  himself  to  his  troops  s  made 
an  exact  distribution  of  the  Danish  spoils 
amongst  them ;  and  received  the  reward 
of  his  liberality  in  their  blessings^ 

I  4  The 
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The  tidings  of  his  good  fortune  pervaded 
the  kingdom.  Multitudes  flocked  to  be- 
hold and  to  felicitate  their  sovereign,  and 
he  ascended  his  long  vacant  throne  amidst 
the  acclamations  of  his  people. 

The  sire  of  Ethelswitha  quitted  the  re- 
treat which  had  concealed  him  from  the 
Danes,  and  had  the  supreme  felicity  of 
seeing  his  daughter  united  to  the  first  of 
kings,  and  the  most  virtuous  of  mankind. 
The  nuptials  of  Ethelbert  and  Judith  v^ere 
at  the  same  time  solemnized,  and  the  court 
shone  once  more  w^ith  its  accustomed 
pomp. 

Siward,  and  the  other  nobles,  who  had 
been  the  associates  of  Alfred  in  his  victori- 
ous enterprize,  received  rewards  worthy 
of  his  liberal  spirit.  Oddune,  in  possessing 
his  frie  fids  hip,  enjoyed  a  good,  superior  to 
what  wealth  or  honours  could  bestow,  yet 
neither  in  these  was  he  left  deficient. 

After 
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After  the  first  days  of  rejoicing.  Si  ward 
appeared  before  Alfred,  and  bending  his 
knee,  exclaimed — 

^*  My  sovereign,  thou  art  ever  gracious- 
Wilt  thou  now  attend  to  my  petition  ?'* 

"  What  can  the  noble  Siward  ask,'*  re- 
turned the    King,    "  which  Alfred  will 

refuse  ? 

"  O  ever  honored  and  beneficent !"  erred 
the  youth,  respectfully  kissing  his  hand, 
"  why  should  I  doubt  thy  goodness  ?  Know 
then,  condescending  prince,  that  unable  to 
lose  the  remembrance  of  Adelfrida,   my 
pride  vanished  in  the  contemplation  of  her 
charms,  her  innocence,  and  her  sensibility. 
In  consequence  of  these  thoughts   I  flew 
to  the  cottage  of  Adelfrid.    1  implored  the 
hand  of  his  child   in  holy  wedlock,  and 
testified  my  repentance  for  the  crime  which 
unruly  passion  had  led  me  to  commit,,  by 
the  most  bitter  self-reproaches. 

I  5  The 
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The  inexorable  old  man  beard  me  un- 
moved by  pity.  At  first  he  answered,  that 
neither  he  nor  Adelfrida  were  ambitious, 
and  to  my  more  pressing  instances  replied, 
that  I  meant  but  to  practice  some  new  de- 
ceit. Conscious  of  the  purity  of  my  inten- 
tions, I  became  inflamed  with  anger  at  the 
charge. — Pardon  me,  O  king ; — I  used  thy 
name — 1  threatened  him  with  thy  resent- 
ment." 

"  And  what  was  the  reply  of  Adelfrid 
to  this  menace  r"  interrogated  the  King. 

Siward  appeared  embarrassed.  "  Nay, 
hesitate  not,"  resumed  Alfred,  "be  it 
couched  as  it  inay,  I  will  not  be  offended." 

'^  Thus  then,"  returned  Siward,  "  he 
replied," — "  Thy  w^ords,  young  noble,  do 
I  believe  wrong  thy  sovereign;  yet  if  they 
do  not ;— if  misled  by  thy  representation, 
I  have  to  fear  his  vengeance  ;  there  is  still 
a  power  superior  to  his  and  thine. — The 

POWER 
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POWER  OF  THE  LAWS  !  And  ill  that  will 
I  seek  protection." 

*^  O  exalted  language  of  liberty !"  ex- 
claimed the  monarch,  "  Thrice  happy  Al- 
fred ! — the  meanest  of  thy  subjects  dares 
to  speak  rhe  elevated  sentiments  of  a  free- 
born  mind. 

"  My  sovereign,  then  thou  art  not  of- 
fended ?"  said  the  chief  of  Westmoreland, 
in  an  accent  of  surprize. 

"  Offended,"  returned  Alfred,  "  Of- 
fended at  what  makes  my  pleasure,  my 
pride,  my  happiness  ! — The  words  of  Adel- 
frid  are  my  best  eulogium.  Did  Guthruni 
fill  my  place,  the  old  man  had  not  trusted 
to  the  power  of  the  laws ; — he  has  more 
confidence  in  Alfred : — he  knows  that  he 
respects  them." 

The  young  chief,  penetrated  with  ad- 
miration, forgot  the  purpose  for  which  he 
I  6  came. 
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came,  and  gazed  in  silence  at  the  most 
exalted  of  mankind. 

The  King  reminded  him  of  his  request, 
and  bade  him  speak  it. 

"  O  wonderof  thy  age  1"  exclaimed  the 
youth,  "  I  forgot  myself  in  hearing  thee. 
But  since  thou  condescendest  to  inquire, 
know  that  I  have  said  all,  in  saying  that 
Adelfrid  continued  inexorable." 

*'  Then  thou  wouldst  have  me  force  his 
compliance  ?"  said  the  King,  smiling. 

^'  No,  my  sovereign,'*  replied  the  youth, 
**  my  wishes  would  not  so  far  degrade 
thee ;  and  were  I  daring  enough  to  have 
entertained  such  a  thought,  the  words  I 
have  just  heard  would  make  me  shrink 
with  shame  and  terror  from  it.  But  on  thy 
goodness  is  my  sole  reliance  for  peace  and 
happiness.      Where  thou  wouldst    scorn 

to 
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to  use  compulsion,  thou  wouldst  conde- 
scend to  persuade  ;  and  since  my  designs 
are  honorable,  I  fear  not  to  require  the 
assistance  of  my  King  for  their  accom- 
plishment." 

**  Gallant  youth,"  replied  Alfred, ''  thou 
fiatterest  me  with  this  confidence. — Yes,  I 
will  plead  for  thee  to  Adelfrid ;  but  on 
condition  that  if  my  persuasions  do  not 
avail,  thou  wilt  promise  never  to  molest 
him  more,  either  by  menaces  or  en- 
treaties." 

Siward  gladly  accorded  this  promise,  and 
hoping  all  things  from  the  eloquence  of 
Alfred,  retired  satisfied  and  grateful  from 
his  presence. 

Proper  persons  were  now  dispatched  to 
escort  Adelfrid,  and  his  tender  Adelfrida 
to  the  court,  with  strict  injunctions  to  sooth 
their  apprehensions,   if  any    they  enter- 
tained. 
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tained,  and  to  proceed  by  easy  stages,  in 
consideration  of  Adelfrid's  age. 

Mean  time,  Alfred  received  intelligence 
from  Swithun,  Bishop  of  Winchester,  to 
whom  he  had  intrusted  the  charge  of  Guth- 
rum*s  conversion,  that  his  pupil  was  now 
inclined  to  embrace  the  truths  of  Chris- 
tianity. 

The  King,  pleased  with  the  new^s,  has- 
tened to  visit  him,  and  received  a  proof  of 
the  reality  of  his  conversion  in  the  change 
of  his  deportment. 

The  wonted  sternness  of  his  aspect  was 
softened  into  an  expression  of  gravity,  and 
his  accents,though  not  mild,  were  no  longer 
ferocious.  Alfred,  happy  to  find  that  his 
cares  were  answered,  quickly  commenced 
preparations  for  his  admittance  into  the 
pale  of  the  church.  He  was  baptized  by 
the  hands  of  Swithun,  and  the  King  him- 
1  self 
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self  answering  for  him  at  the  holy  font^ 
ofave  him  the  name  of  Athelstan. 


t> 


Adelfrid  now  arrived  at  court,  and  w^as 
ushered  into  the  presence  of  the  King. 
Notwithstanding  the  former  declaration  of 
the  old  man,  and  the  tenderness  of  his 
conductor,  the  sight  of  his  sovereign  in- 
spired him  with  fear  and  awe." 

The  gentle  and  timid  Adelfrida  pursued 
the  steps  of  her  grandsire  ^  her  eyes  de- 
clined on  the  earth,  and  her  bosom  heaving 
with  painful  expectation. 

The  King,  whose  goodness  would  not 
suffer  them  to  continue  in  suspense,  in- 
stantly dismissed  his  attendants,  and  has- 
tened to  relieve  their  apprehensions. 

'^  Venerable  friend,"  said  he,  approach- 
ing Adelfrid,  "  rememberest  thou  the 
minstrel,  whom  thy  hospitable  cot  received  ? 

Hast 
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Hast  thou  obtained  assurance  of  his  truth 
in  the  performance  of  his  promise?'* 

The  old  man,  struck  with  the  same  ac- 
cents which  had  brought  consolation  to  his 
heart,  lifted  up  his  eyes,  gazed  at  the 
speaker,  and  then  bending  his  aged  knees> 
*'  Great  King,"  he  cried,  "  is  it  possible — 
is  it  indeed  possible,  that  thou  didst  con- 
descend  to  sooth  the  sorrows  of  poverty 
and  age  ?" 

,  Alfred  hastened  to  raise  him  from  the 
ground,  and  obliging  him  and  Adelfrida 
to  seat  themselves  beside  him,  he  replied, 

taking  the  hand  of  Adelfrid, — 

"  Yes,  my  friend,  I  was  the  guest  in- 
debted to  thy  hospitality.  It  was  Alfred, 
whom  in  the  hour  of  distress,  thou  didst 
receive  and  cherish ;  when  thv  heart  ralsfht, 
without  accusation,  have  been  steeled  to 
benevolence  -,  when  thy  recent  wrongs  had 

taught 
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taught  thee  to  distrust  the  stranger  and  the 
suppliant." 

"  O  pattern  of  all  goodness !"  exclaimed 
the  old  man,  sobbing  with  the  excess  of  his 
emotions,  '^  thou  talkest  as  if  thou  shouldst 
be  grateful. — ^Thou,  my  sovereign,  my  be- 
nefactor !  Thou,  who  art  the  cause  that  I 
now  gaze  at  my  child  w^ithout  a  blush  for 
her  dishonour. — Thou,  who  hast  restored 
her  to  my  arms  undefiled  ! 

Yes,  gracious  prince,  to  thee  do  I  owe 
all  comfort,  and  yet  thou  speakest  as  if  / 
had  conferred  a  benefit  on  thee.'" 

In  saying  thus,  he  slid  from  his  seat,  and 
clasping  the  knees  of  Alfred,  "  Yes,  yes," 
cried  he,  weeping  audibly,  "  thou  wert  my 
benefactor,  thou  wert  the  preserver  of  my 
child,  and  those  blessed  knees  will  I  clasp, 
will  I  cling  to,  will  I  adore  !'* 

The 
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The  King  raised  him  again.  *'  Is  it  not 
to  Sivvard  thou  owest  the  restoration  of 
AdeJfrida?"  said  he,  in  a  voice  half  stifled 
by  pleasurable  emotion. 

"  O  no,  my  sovereign/'  replied  the  old 
man,  in  vain  dost  thou  seek  to  give  to 
another  the  reputation  of  thy  ov^n  good- 
ness !  The  lips  of  Sivvard  have  revealed 
the  truth.*' 

"  Exalted  young  man  !"  exclaimed  Al- 
fred, ^'  ingenuous  and  noble  !  My  confi- 
dence in  thy  virtue  has  not  been  misplaced. 
"  Should  not  this  sincerity,*'  he  continued, 
'*  induce  thee  to  banish  suspicion  from 
thy  mind,  and  lead  thee  to  give  credence 
to  his  professions  ? — Yet  since  thy  doubts 
still  remain,  I  will  vouch  for  his  truth,  and 
I  will  secure  the  performance  of  those 
vows  which  he  offers  to  Adelfrida." 

Aldelfrid  hesitated  ;  fear,  confusion,  re- 
luctance, were  imprinted   on  his  counte- 
nance. 
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nance.  At  length,  "  The  testimony  of  my 
King/.' he  cried,  *' brings  conviction.  But 
if  I  resign  my  child,  will  not  Siward,  of- 
fended at  my  past  averseness,  deprive  me 
of  her  for  ever?  Alas!  what  consolation 
can  her  grandeur  afford  me,  if  I  see  her 
no  more  ?'* 

Adelfrida  raised  her  timid  eyes.  "  My 
sire,'*  said  she,  blushing,  "  suspect  not  Si- 
ward  of She  paused ;  what  she  meant 

to  have  spoken  died  upon  her  tongue. 

At  that  moment  the  door  of  a  chamber 
which  communicated  with  the  royal  apart- 
ment opened,  and  Siward  rushing  forward, 
threw  his  arms  around  the  old  man,  em- 
braced him,  and  in  a  voice  half  suffocated 
cried,  "  My  sire,  fear  not  my  resentment, 
but  expect  my  gratitude.  Thou  art  the 
parent  of  my  Adelfrida,  be  my  parent  also. 
With  me,  with  thy  loved  child,  pass  the 
remnant  of  thy  days." 

Jovful 
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Joyful  wonder  oppressed  Adelfrid,  even 
to  fainting.  The  eyes  of  Adelfrida  spark- 
led with  chaste  delight ;  and  the  royal 
author  of  their  happiness  felt  all  the  plea- 
sures which  active  and  successful  bene- 
volence affords. 

No  more  entreaty  was  necessary  to  move 
the  old  man  to  compliance.  The  loves  of 
Siward  and  Adelfrida  were  crowned  by  his 
sanction,  and  the  approbation  of  their 
King. 

Alfred  confined  not  his  cares  to  indi- 
viduals : — his  soul  exalted,  liberal,  and 
comprehensive,  took  in  at  the  same  time 
the  views  of  private  benefit  and  public 
good.  Anxious  to  secure  the  tranquillity 
of  those  over  whom  Providence  had  placed 
him,  he  suffered  not  a  moment  to  pass 
without  attention  to  that  great  object. 

At  the  same  time  that  he  provided  for 
the  defence  of  his  kingdom  against  foreign 

enemies^ 
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enemies,  by  his  military  institutions,  he 
guarded  its  internal  peace  by  wise  and 
wholesome  laws,  which  broke  the  iron 
sceptre  of  oppression,  humbled  proud  vio- 
lence in  the  dust,  and  exalted  blameless 
distress,  to  hope,  comfort,  and  security. 

In  good  morals,  in  all  which  should  dis- 
tinguish and  dignify  mankind,  his  own  ex- 
ample was  a  living  lesson  to  his  subjects  ; 
they  saw  what  he  was,  and  perceived  what 
/.^^j/ ought  to  be. 

Ethelbert,   though  favoured   with   the 
friendship  and  alliance  of  this  virtuous  mo- 
narch, and  blessed   in  an   union  with  the 
mistress  of  his  wishes,  still  felt  not  unalloyed 
felicity.     Filial  duty  and  filial  fears,  gave 
him  many  sensations  of  regret  and  pain  ; 
Wittigild,  the  guardian  of  his  youth, — of 
his  fate  too  was  he  uncertain  ;    and   at 
length  no  longer  able  to  bear  the  suspense 
that  tormented  him,  he  determined  to  re- 
visit 
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visit  Iceland,  notwithstanding  the  dangers 
of  the  enterprize. 

Judith  insisted  on  sharing  his  fate,  and 
the  King  was  made  acquainted  with  their 
mutual  intentions.  The  communication 
surprized  not  Alfred,  for  he  had  expected 
it.  The  duties  of  a  son  were  too  well 
imprinted  on  his  own  mind,  to  render  him 
displeased  at  the  resolution  of  his  young 
friend ;  but  anxious  for  his  safety,  he  pro- 
vided him  with  a  numerous  train  of  war- 
like followers,  and  a  bark  constructed 
with  strength  and  skill. 

Fraternal  tenderness  led  him  to  dissuade 
Judith  from  sharing  in  the  hazards  of  the 
voyage,  but  that  princess  continuing  fixed 
to  accompany  her  spouse,  he  at  length 
ceased  to  plead  against  her  resolution. 

All  things  being  prepared  for  their  de- 
parture, the  King  and  his  beauteous  con- 
sort. 
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sort,  with  a  numerous  train  of  attendants, 
accompanied  them  to  the  sea  shore. 

Already  the  mariners  prepared  to  launch 
their  bark  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep, — it 
was  the  moment  of  exchanging  the  last 
adieus,  when  a  sailor  at  the  mast  head 
cried  aloud,  that  a  Danish  vessel  was  at- 
tempting to  make  the  shore. 

Alfred  immediately  commanded  his  at- 
tendants to  stand  to  their  defence,  and 
placing  them  as  a  guard  around  the  Queen 
and  Judith,  he  rushed  into  the  bark,  fol- 
lowed by  Ethelbert,  and  the  warriors  ap* 
pointed  to  bear  him  company  in  his  enter- 
prize.  Then  drawing  forth  his  good 
sword,  he  waved  the  menacing  blade,  and 
exhorted  the  mariners  to  ply  their  oars,  in 
order  to  come  up  with  the  enemy.  They 
obeyed  with  a  cheerful  alacrity,  while  their 
eager  cries  denoted  that  they  apprehended 
not  danger,  but  hoped  success. 

Having 
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Having  the  wind  in  their  favour,  they 
soon  came  near  the  Danish  vessel,  which 
far  from  avoiding,  appeared  to  invite  their 
approach.  The  English  warriors  were 
ranged  beside  their  brave  monarch  on  the 
deck,  while  their  shining  helmets  glittering 
in  the  sun,  cast  rays  of  brightness  on  the 
encircling  waters. 

Alfred  hailed  the  Danes  aloud,  and  de- 
manded if  their  intentions  were  hostile. 
Their  chief,  a  person  of  an  undaunted  de- 
portment and  noble  air,  appeared. — "  We 
mean  not  hostility,"  he  replied,  **  if  w6  do 
not  meet  it." 

Scarce  had  the  words  passed  his  lips, 
when  Ethelbert,  in  a  tone  of  wild  extacy 
exclaimed — 

"  It  is  Wittigild  ! — My  friend,  my  pro- 
tector, my  second  parent !"  he  added, 
holding  out  his  arms,  *^  behold  the  object 
of  thy  search  !" 

Wittigild 
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AYittigUd  bent  his  body  forward  with 
an  impetuous  movement,  and  the  deep 
had  received  him,  if  Alfred  at  the  first 
sound  of  his  name,  had  not  commanded 
the  mariners  to  bring  the  bark  close  to  the 
Danish  vessel. 

Ethelbert  leapt  lightly  o'er  the  deck; 
he  was  going  to  throw  himself  into  the 
arms  of  Wittigild,  when  his  eye  glanced  on 
a  female  form,  which  tottering  attempted 
to  approach  him.  He  uttered  a  wild  cry, 
he  pushed  by  Wittigild,  rushed  forward, 
clasped  his  arms  around  the  female,  pressed 
her  strenuously  to  his  breast,  while  the 
words  — "  My  mother ! — Is  it  thou,  my 
mother?" — passed  his  trembling  lips. 

"  My  son,"  articulated  Gunilda  faintly 
— "  my  child — I  see  thee — I  am  happy  1" 

Scarce  had  the  sound  been  uttered,  when 
all  colour  fled  her  cheeks ;  she  sunk  mo- 
tionless, senseless,  on  the   bosom  of  her 

VOL.  II.  K  son. 
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son.  He  bent  bis  knees  gently,  he  sup- 
ported her  drooping  head,  bathed  her 
pallid  countenance  with  the  tears  of  affec- 
tion, while  he  cried — "  My  mother  ! — my 
beloved  mother  !  awake — look  on  thy  re- 
stored son — bless  him  with  thy  voice  :  tell 
him  that  thou  forgivest  the  affliction  he  has 
caused  thee  !" 

By  this  time  Alfred  had  come  up. 
Sympathizing  in  the  feelings  of  his  young 
friend,  he  hastened  to  administer  succour 
to  GuniJda. 

He  stooped.  He  looked  at  her,  and  re- 
coiled with  horror.  A  too  fatal  conviction 
reached  him,  that  succour  was  now"  useless. 
Her  gentle  spirit  had  for  ever  flown — she 
breathed  no  more  ! 

Ethelbert  saw  the    gesture  of  Alfred. 
Terror-struck,  he  placed  his  hand  on  her 
heart.     No  pulsation  met  it.     He  clasped 
bis  hands  j  he  cast  up  his  eyes  with  an  ac- 
cusing 
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cusing  glance  ;  again  he  bent  them  on  ([^q 
lifeless  aspect  of  Gunilda :  again  he  felt 
that  heart,  which  vibrated  no  more.  It 
was  already  cold  to  his  touch, — yet  he  re- 
moved not  his  hand, — yet  he  changed  not 
his  attitude.  Gloomy  and  fixed  were  his 
eye-balls  ;  tears  no  longer  moistened  them, 
despair  had  dried  their  source. 

Wittigild,    agonized  and  immoveable, 
hung  o'er  the  dead  parent  and  the  mourn- 


"  Thou  art  gone  then,"  he  cried,  "  love* 
liest  of  w^omankind  !  Accustomed  to  mis. 
fortune,  thy  virtue  had  taught  thee  to 
support  it  without  repining.  Joy,  long  a 
stranger  to  thy  soul,  was  the  harbinger  of 
death.  Gunilda,  thou  art  gone  ;  and  in 
this  sad  moment  may  Wittigild  avow,  that 
thou  wert  dearer  to  him  than  his  own  ex- 
istence ! — which  losing  thee,  becomes  a 
burden.  Yes,  respected  shade,  7iozv  may 
K  2  Wittigild 
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Wittlgild  avow  his  long,  his  hopeless  love, 
without  fear  of  insulting  thy  purity,  of 
offending  thy  delicacy,  of  wounding  the 
firm  ties  of  friendship  which  bound  him  to 
thy  spouse.  Harold — Gunilda — ye  are- 
gone,  and  the  universe  is  a  desart  to  Wit- 
tigild !'' 

Alfred  was  for  some  time  too  deeply 
affected  with  the  scene  before  him  to 
suffer  anotlier  thought  to  intrude.  At 
length  he  ordered  the  mariners  (who  silent 
and  astonished  leant  upon  their  oars)  to 
row  to  land. 

They  obeyed,  but  the  motion  of  the 
vessel  disturbed  not  Ethelbert  from  his 
lethargy  of  grief.  Still  was  the  corse  of 
his  mother  supported  on  his  bosom,  still 
was  her  cold  heart  pressed  -by  his  uncon- 
scious hand.  Mute  did  his  lips  remain, 
and  motionless  were  his  limbs.  Wittigild 
knelt  beside  him  3  alternately  did  he  burst 

forth 
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forth  into  passionate  exclamations,  and 
gaze  in  silence  on  the  now  insensible  ob* 
ject  of  his  blameless  love. 

The  vessels  approached  tha  shore.  Al- 
fred came  near  his  young  friend,  and  while 
he  attempted  to  arouse  him,  some  persons 
advanced  to  disengage  the  corse  from  his 
hold,  and  bear  it  to  the  land.  The  attempt 
changed  the  stupor  of  Ethelbert  into  an- 
ger. He  pressed  the  body  of  Gunilda  still 
closer  to  his  breast.  A  look  of  wild  fierce- 
ness animated  his  features. 

"  Begone  !"  he  exclaimed,  "  rude  dis- 
turbers !  See  you  not  she  sleeps  ?  Long 
toil,  long  fatigue  have  overpowered  her  : 
through  the  watry  waste  has  she  wandered, 
to  seek  repose  in  the  arms  of  her  son. 
Begone,  intruders ! — dare  ye  molest  the 
slumbers  of  my  mother  ?" 

Alfred  soothingly  expostulated  with  him^ 

but  deaf  to  his  voice,  heedless  of  his  words, 

K3  he 
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he  clasped  the  body  yet  more  strenuously 
than  before.  His  disturbed  imagination 
wholly  engrossed  by  the  idea  of  the  fancied 
injury  offered  to  Gunilda,  inflamed  his 
features  to  fierceness. 

Ethelswitha  and  Judith  having  seen  the 
barks  approach,  without  any  appearance  of 
hostility,  advanced  towards  the  beach ;  with 
astonishment  they  perceived  the  counte- 
nances of  the  chiefs  and  mariners  impressed 
with  dismay  and  horror.  They  came 
nearer,  and  Judith  beholding  the  situation 
of  Etheibert,  uttered  a  cry  of  wild  affright. 

Her  voice  aroused  him  from  the  stupor 
in  which  his  faculties  were  plunged.  As 
after  a  gloomy  and  tempestuous  night  the 
bright  ray  of  purple  morn  discovers  to  the 
affrighted  eye  the  ravages  which  the  storm 
has  committed,  so  the  sight  of  Judith  en- 
lightened the  obscurity  of  Ethelbert's  soul, 
and  gave  him  a  sensible' perception  of  his 

misery. 

^  He 
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Ke  awokcj  as  if  from  a  lethargy  -,  keen 
anguish  .was  expressed  in  his  features,  and 
suffering  the  corse  of  his  mother  to  be 
borne  from  him,  he  arose,  folded  his  arms, 
raised  his  eyes  to  heaven,  again  declined 
them,  and  after  continuing  some  moments 
in  that  posture,  threw  himself  out  of  the 
vessel  upon  the  beach. 

Wiltigild,  drooping,  had  followed  the 
bearers  of  Gunilda's  corse.  Alfred,  the 
chieft,  and  mariners,  disembarked. 

Judith  flew  to  her  spouse,  ^^  Dear 
Ethelbert,"  she  earnestly  cried,  ^'  what 
affliction  ?" "  Come,"  said  he,  inter- 
rupting, "  come,  and  I  will  shew  thee  the 
breathless  corse  of  her  who  gave  me  life  !'* 

Judiih,  shuddering,  suffered  him  to  lead 
her  on.  He  advanced  in  silence ;  he 
pointed  to  the  body  of  Gunilda.  '*  See," 
he  cried,  '^  my  parent !  her  whom  mij 
sight  has  murdered  !" 

K4  At 
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At  these  words  he  let  the  hand  of  Judith 
drop,  and  with  an  air  of  wild  distraction 
fiew  forward,  pressed  the  cold  lips  of  Gu- 
nildav/ith  his  own,  embraced  her,  uttered 
exclamatiops  of  heartfelt  anguish,  and  sud- 
denly raising  his  eyes,  beheld  Wittigild 
beside  him  entranced  in  sorrow. 

"  O  my  friend !  is  it  thus  we  meet  ?'* 
cried  he,  mournfully.  Wittigild  only  an- 
swered him  by  an  embrace.  At  length  his 
emotions  found  utterance. 

"  Dear  pledge,"  he  cried,  "  of  her  whom 
I  have  loved ;  of  her  whom  still  I  love  ! 
Ethelbert,  thy  father  was  my  friend — 
Guniida  was  still  more.  From  the  first 
moment  I  beheld  her,  never  did  her  image 
desert  my  heart.  In  silence  and  secrecy 
did  I  cherish  it.  Pure  was  my  passion : 
Pure  as  the  breast  of  her  who  inspired  it. 
I  envied  not  Harold,  for  the  strength  of 
my  friendship  and  the  height  of  my  grati- 
tude towards  him  precluded  envy.  Pos- 
sessing 
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sessing  bis  amity,  dwelling  in  her  presence, 
I  conceived  not,  neither  did  I  wish  a 
greater  degree  of  felicity.  The  death  of 
Harold,  independent  of  the  affection  which 
1  bore  him,  was  a  cruel  stroke  to  my 
content. 

1  saw  the  sorrow  of  Gunilda ;  1  sympa- 
thized in,  I  respected  it.  Far  from  being 
emboldened,  the  grief  and  constancy  she 
manifested  threw  a  dignity  around  her, 
which  placed  her  more  than  ever  above  my 
hopes,  and  locked  my  lips  in  silence.  I 
loved  thee,  as  a  part  of  her.  I  gladly  ac- 
cepted the  charge  of  watching  over  thy 
safety,  for  while  I  guarded  thee,  I  guarded 
the  solace  of  Gunilda'' s  soul. 

When  I  returned  to  Iceland,  after  thy 
departure  from  Denmark,  the  intelligence 
I  brought  awoke  her  maternal  fears.  Eager 
to  restore  her  to  composure,  when  one  year 
had  passed,  I  revisited  Denmark.  Not- 
withstanding 
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withstanding  I  had  assumed  a  new  disguise^ 
I  incurred  suspicion  and  was  seized.  Then 
did  I  learn  that  thou  wert  known  for  the 
son  of  Harold,  and  thy  wonderful  deli- 
verance also  reached  me. 

Inevitable  death  appeared  before  me : 
its  approach  brought  terror^  for  I  thought 
of  Gimilda,  and  of  thee.  When  all  hope 
had  deserted  me,  I  was  saved.  Ivar  died, 
and  in  his  last  moments  declared  the  fraud 
which  he  had  practised,  in  conjunction 
with  the  venal  minister  of  Odin.  The 
priest,  torn  to  pieces  by  the  enraged  multi- 
tude, paid  the  forfeit  of  his  treachery,  and 
my  chains  were  taken  off. 

In  a  short  time  I  returned  to  Gunilda, 
and  found  her  overwhelmed  with  fresh 
grief  for  the  loss  of  Sitric,  who  had  paid 
the  debt  of  nature  a  few  days  before  my 
arrival.  The  intelligence  I  communicated 
was  not  calculated  to  compose  her.  Un- 
certain 
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certain  of  thy  fate,  agitated  for  thy  safety, 
she  followed  the  counsel  of  her  distracted 
heart  in  determining  to  seek  thee  herself. 

Solicitous  to  oblige  her — O  fatal,  O  dire 
solicitude  !  I  once  more  went  to  Den- 
mark, divulged  the  secret  so  long  con- 
cealed, (for  there  was  no  longer  danger  in 
discovery)  and  without  difficulty  acquired 
a  vessel,  and  companions  for  the  voyage. 
After  wetting  the  turf  with  her  tears,  which 

contained  the  ashes  of  Harold O  youth, 

I  cannot  go  on — Why  should  I  proceed  ? 
Is  not  the  event  already  known  ?  Is  it  not 
with  anguish  felt  ?  See  her — the  first  of 
women — thy  mother — the  precious  jewel 
of  7711/ existence  ! — See  her, pale,  breathless, 
inanimate,  unconscious  of  our  pangs ! — 
Youth,  at  this  moment  is  she  as  dear  to 
my  soul,  though  altered  by  years,  by  grief, 
and  death,  as  when  first  I  beheld  her  in  the 
bloom  of  opening  beauty  ! 

O  Gunilda, 
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O  Gunilda,  if  thou  Last  yet  a  sense  of 
mortal  things,  frown  not  on  my  love,  since 
now,  only  now^  have  I  revealed  it  !'* 

In  saying  thus,  he  knelt  before  the  corse, 
and  pressing  one  icy  hand  to  his  lips, 
bowed  upon  it,  arose  and  retired  to  some 
distance,  veiling  his  agonized  countenance 
with  his  garment. 

"  Respected  shade,"  cried  Judith,  stoop- 
ing, and  imitating  his  first  action,  '^  why 
didst  thou  not  wait  to  give  thy  maternal 
blessing  to  her,  who  claims,  who  boasts  the 
title  of  thy  daughter  ?  And  all  the  af- 
fection, all  the  duty  of  a  daughter  had  she 
payed  thee." 

This  tender  adjuration  pierced  the  soul 
of  Ethelbert;  he  clasped  his  spouse,  he 
leant  his  head  on  her  bosom,  and  at  length 
weeping  audibly,  the  kindly  gush  relieved 
his  labourino:  breast. 


•& 


Alfred, 
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Alfred,  who  had  purposely  suffered  the 
body  to  remain,  in  expectation  of  this 
event,  now  fearing  lest  a  further  indulgence 
might  be  productive  of  evil,  rather  than 
of  good,  commanded  the  attendants  to 
bear  it  reverently  onward.  Ethelbert 
attempted  no  longer  to  prevent  them, 
and  air  followed,  slow  and  silent  to  the 
palace. 

Two  days  after,  the  permission  of  the 
church  having  been  previously  obtained, 
the  corse  was  interred  in  consecrated 
ground,  and  perpetual  requiems  were  or- 
dered for  the  repose  of  Harold's  and  Gu. 
nilda*s  soul. 

No  sooner  was  this  pious  rite  fulfilled, 
than  Ethelbert  seeking  the  King^  with  an 
earnestness  that  well  painted  the  feelings 
of  his  soul,  informed  him  that  he  meant 
to  go  once  more  to  Iceland. 

Alfred 
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Alfred  understood  him  well.  "  I  know 
thy  purpose,"  he  said,  '*  thou  meanest  to 
gather  the  relics  of  thy  parent,  and  to 
form  even  in  death,  an  union  betwixt  him 
and  Gunilda.  But  Wittigild  has  antici- 
pated thy  pious  design.  Already  does 
his  swift  vessel  cut  the  bosom  of  the 
deep." 

This  intelligence  at  first,  both  grieved 
and  offended  Ethelbert.  "  Did  he  fear 
my  resolution  ?"  cried  he,  involuntarily. 
One  glance  from  Alfred,  made  him  feel 
the  injustice  of  the  thought,  and  gratitude 
took  the  place  of  resentment. 

In  some  time  after,  the  King,  finding 
that  his  sorrow  continued  as  lively  as 
ever,  resolved  to  confer  on  him  imme- 
diately the  government  of  Mercia ;  a  pur- 
pose he  had  long  meditated.  Well  judg. 
ing,  that  grief  indulged,  becomes  rooted 
in  the  soul,  and  that  the  arduous  duties  of 

such 
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such  a  station,  would,  by  calling  forth 
all  his  activity,  prove  the  best  alleviation 
of  his  regret. 

In  dismissing  Ethelbert  to  his  govern- 
ment, he  said,  "  Were  I  not  well  ac- 
quainted with  thy  sentiments,  I  would  tell 
thee,  that  if  thou  didst  not  rule  my  peo- 
ple with  equity,  my  heart  should  disclaim 
thy  alliance.  But  my  confidence  in  thy 
virtue  is  too  firmly  fixed,  to  oblige  me  to 
that  caution.  Therefore,  I  will  only 
say,  continue  to  be  what  my  past  expe- 
rience has  found  thee,  and  entitle  thyself 
no  less  to  my  admiration,  than  to  my 
amity.'* 

The  tranquillity  of  Alfred,  which  was 
alv^ays  disturbed  by  the  miseries  of  others, 
now  returned.  Ever  active  in  benevo- 
lence, he  called  the  faithful  Dunwolf  to^ 
court,  and  made  him  bless  the  hours 
when  his  humble  roof  had  sheltered  the 
royal'  fugitive.  Winefreda  was  remem- 
bered. 
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bered,  but  remembered  without  resent- 
ment, and  her  natural  asperity  was  softened 
by  the  benefits  of  Alfred. 

That  monarch  proceeded  to  dispense 
the  blessings  of  peace  and  security  to  his 
people.  While  his  military  abilities  were 
exerted  in  their  defence,  his  just  and 
vifrorous  laws  restrained  them  from  a 
licentious  abuse  of  the  happiness  they  en- 
joyed. 

Commerce,  till  then  unknown  or  ne- 
glected, poured  the  products  of  far  distant 
realms  into  his  dominions,  and  learning, 
cherished  by  his  fostering  care,  broke  the 
fetters  with  which  superstitious  ignorance 
had  bound  her,  reared  her  majestic  head, 
and  diffused  her  mild  and  liberal  influence 
through  the  land. 

By  such   actions  did  Alfred  justly  ac- 
quire the  appellation  of  Great;  an  ap- 
X  pellation 
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pellation   which   admiring   posterity   has 
confirmed. 


Princes  of  the  earth,  ye  are  ambitious 
of  the  title.  Ye  would  attain  it  by  blood 
and  devastation.— But  ye  mistake  .  the 
means. — Recall  the  example  of  Alfred, 
and  learn  that  virtue  alone  is  the  basis  of 
true  greatness. 
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